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THE BUOMOM OF THE FLYINQ TCKMt. 



^AN" beauty of its power unconscious be ? 

TTnwitting of the mystic charms it weaves » 
And while it graves its image upon me, 
Ignore the deep impression that it leaves ? 




Can lashes droop, nor wist the reason why ? 

Can woman see devotion's glance of fire, 
Nor know the object of the gazing eye, 

The eye that gazes only to admire ? 

XJxrv. Coll., Oxford. J. F. C. 
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lE was all in all to mother, — 
All her life and light and joy ; 

Husband long since drowned, and brother, 
She lived only for her boy. 



When from distant lands returning, 
His broad shoulders filled the door ; 

Did not all her soul then, burning, 
Leap to meet her son once more ? 

Did she not, in fervent praying, 

Ask again to see her boy ? 
Why did Heaven, her prayer gainsaying, 

Bid Death's ministers destroy ? 
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Come now, watch beside the ocean, 
Whence her son returns no more, — 

Where the waves, with ceaseless motion, 
Heedless flow his body o'er. 



Far beyond the gilded glory, 

Where the evening sun descends. 

He can hear her moumfdl story. 
There where her sad spirit tends. 



Full of love and life and beauty, 
Full of free and happy joy. 

True and steadfast to his duty, 
He has perished but a boy. 



Bay and night the waves are moaning 
On the dreary, dreary shore ; 

Kot 80 loud but what her groaning 
Sounds above them evermore. 



)Com and eve, upon the shingle 

She is pacing to and fro ; 
Mom and eve, in sorrow single. 

She is toiling with her woe. 

YOL. K. B 2 
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Yet we saw him fall in fighting, 
Foremost in th* appointed place ; — 

There he lay, the moonbeams lighting 
Up his calm and pallid face. 

When we see her daily pondering. 
With a bowed and aching head, 

Shall we bid her cease her wandering ? 
Were it kind to whisper ** Dead '*? 

Tes ! for may we not be certain 

He still lives beyond the sea, 
Far beyond the sky's blue curtain, 

Happy through eternity ? 

So now when we see her wandering 
With a bowed and aching head, 

We will bid her cease her pondering, 
For 't were kind to whisper " Dead !*' 

Sidney Coll., Cambridge. e. B. 
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WOAEAN, laughing woman, winning woman, 
faery woman ! 
Thou art ever sending forth the sunheams of thy 

When with care the spirit's gurging. 
In this cold and selfbsh world, 
To the depths of woe man's hurled : 

Then with Hope thy presence surging, 
Bears the palm of Peace betimes ! 

O woman, steadfast woman, loving woman, gentle woman! 
Thy heaven-bom brightness cannot, must not, shall not 
wane! 
'Midst the giddy scenes of pleasure. 
Perhaps we feel a smarter sting 
As bleak memory's changes ring; 
O how welcome then the treasure 
Of thy changeless holy love ! 
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woman, thoughtful woman, kindly woman, careful 

woman I 
Ever with a mother^s care thou tend'st the wants of man ! 
When we're sick and full of sadness, 
Reason tottering on her throne. 
All's a hlank, and things are lone ; 
Then to do your all is gladness. 
Soothing sorrows of the sad. 

woman, winsome woman, happy woman, blithesome 

woman ! 
Merry in your warm heart thou art mindful of our mirth ; 
Now that fortune's with us smiling, 
Glittering honours o'er us shower 
In some random radiant hour ; 
how sweet and how beguiling 
Is your heartfelt happiness ! 

XiATB OF Clare Coll., Cambrisoe. E. H. Riches, LL.D. 
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'Gratia P©jei Bnm ib xjujob sum. 



In the Eastern corner of the south aisle of the choir at Ely 
Cathedral is the exquisite chapel of Bishop West. That prelate 
(1615-1534) had in early life heen as notorious for his profligacy, as 
in after life for his godliness. His favourite saying was : " Gratia 
Dei sum id quod sum." These words he constantly repeated, and 
loved to preach from. He died declaring their intense application to 
his own experience. 




3)WAY, away, in haste, good chaplain mine, 
And bring me back the elements divine ; 
Within an hour or so the sunlight warm 
Will stream and gild among these lace-like works 
As heretofore. Not for my sight. Death lurks 
Stern with one steadying hand. upon my form, 
The other raised to strike. And after death 
The judgment, and the Judge to save or damn ; — 
Ah Lord ! by Thy Grace am I what I am t 
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How in this hour come clearly to my thought 

All words I've said, all deeds I ever wrought ! 

Mine antient father, and my lady-m^re, 

(Ah I mother sweet, thou lovest still thy son!) 

I see my kindred ; yet more, one by one, 

I see those whom I strove, with earnest care. 

To banish from my thought, but all in vain, — 

For round the couch they move in awful likeness plain. 



And one among the rest — ah, well-conned face, 
Fraught with the maiden loveliness of grace ; 
I know thee well, too well, fair soul, for thee ! 
But still thou seemest happy in thy calm — 
Ah, lily- white's thy robe, ^hy smile like balm ! 
Gloria ! — not bootless was my constant plea. 
Forgiven art thou. ^ Sweet Mercy rest on here ; 
Forgive us all, for Jesu's love most dear. 

What steps draw near ? Ah me ! I had forgot ! 
Good chaplain — kind thou art, now linger not : 
I've made my shrift — I have been very grieved. 
Unto my utmost depth. I trust His love. 
Forget the past, and stretch out to above. 
Say, priest, that message which thou hast received. 
To calm death's passage. Welcome, Peace Divine ! 
Thy work I am. Thy saved, Thine, only Thine. 
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Now quick the blessed Feast ! not long I stay ; 
The Blood and Body give — ^lo ! heaven's day 
Breaks forth all golden to my longing sight : 
I see the great White Throne, the seated King, 
And countless spirits, while the heavens ring 
"With' lauds of mercy, love, and boundless might ; 
And I, so foul, how do I dare to die ? 
Dear Lord, 'tis by Thy grace that what I am, am I 



Now, brother, clasp thy dying brother's hand ; 

Take thou thy bishop's blessing, thy old friend's command : 

Advice, thou need'st none. Turn not away thine eye — 

Here bury me — and let these words proclaim — 

I take not credit, mine alone's the shame : 

These words in which the past does hidden lie 

Buried for ever ; and see, all things are new, 

The future clears, and peace and quiet come, — 

These : Gratis Dei sum id quod sum. 

Jesus Coll., Oxpobd. Owaxn. 
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(From the French of Theophile Gautier.) 

MAEBLE phantom on a base of rock, 
Head bowed on hand and elbow pressed on knee, 
And feet thrust downward rootwise, like a tree, 
Sits ever, weeping ever. Ah ! what shock 
Smote, and what sorrow bows thy stricken head, 

And what griefs well-spring fills thy eye that grieves, 
statue ? with some inmost anguish fed. 

Thy heart bursts, and thy sculptured bosom heaves. 

The tears that from thy marble eyelid drip. 
The tears that drop by drop flow carelessly, 
Have wrought within the marble of thy thigh 

A hollow, where the finches drink and dip. 

Niobe, childless, mother of seven woes — 
On Athos, or on Calvary, a sign 

Of all our griefs, what New- World river flows 
With strength of stream and tide of woe like thine ? 

OxroBD. W. 
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WATCHED the moon sink in her western bed, 
Leaving her throne to a lonely star, — 
''Till the tiller caught me a bang on the head, 
As the rudder bumped on the harbour bar. 

Then li^e a gull with a foam-splashed wing, 
Chased by the bellowing gale we flee ; — 

And the boom jibbed round with a deuce of a swing, 
That very nigh toppled me into the sea. 

Neyer a point from her course she swerves. 

And I gaze with delight on our guiding star ; — 

But the worst of it is, my olfactory nerves 
Are most horribly tried by the odour of tar. 
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Now deep into caverns of midnight hue, 
Now high on the crested waves wo shoot ; — 

And one of them wetted me through and through, 
From the crown of my hat to the sole of my hoot. 

ye dancing surges that never are still, 
I could ride on your hosom for evermore, — 

If I didn't feel so uncommonly ill : 

I would give half the world to be landed on shore ! 

EzETEB Coll., Ozfo&d. G. B. R. 
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|HR0U6H the garden winds were sighing, 

Gleams of mellow moonlight fell 
On the couch, where she was lying, 

Near the rich-hued oriel. 
Streamed the light aslant the hay, 
O'er her hosom as she lay, 
Preed, at dying of the day, 

Prom life's hard school. 
Through the midnight's warm blue air 
Stole the silver down her hair, 
Down my darling's braided hair — 

Oh God! how beautiful! 



Soft, rich robes, in which to fold her, 
Languid lay around the room ; 

Flowers bent downward to behold her 
Sleeping lonely in the gloom. 
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Flowers, which we in days gone hy 
Plucked heneath a cloudless sky ; 
Plowers, which soon would droop and die 

By Death's stem rule ! 
Slender fingers I had prest 
Now were crossed upon her breast, 
On my darling's lifeless breast — 

Oh God! how beautiful! 

Vain to touch each blue- veined finger, 
"Vain to kiss each dark-fringed eye. 

Where love's light was wont to linger 
In the sunny days gone by. 
Could I place her in the grave 
With the tokens that she gave ? 
Could I see the cold weeds wave, 

And bear to wait r — 
Wait, till soon a black-robed train 
Waft me to a voiceless plain, 
Where unresting spirits reign — 
Oh God ! how desolate ! 



But I knew it was no maiden 

Who beneath the moonlight slept> 

I'or a message sorrow-laden 

O'er my weary spirit crept i 
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Mingled with a wailing blast 
Landward from wide ocean cast^ 
Murmuring ** 'Tis the Golden Past 

Dead as days mil die ! " 
Dead and gone ! in vain the tear, 
Shed in silence o'er her bier, 
Lonely must I linger here — 

Oh God ! how mournfully. 

Dead ! but still I cannot send thee 
To the dark grave's icy hand ; 

"Who will greet thee ? who befriend thee 
In the mystic shadow-land ? ^ 
Never shall green earth or sea 
Tear my clasping arms from thee — 
Tear my darling one from me 

To lay her by ! 
Never take her into gloom 
From her fragrant, peaceful room,— 
She is too radiant for the tomb. 
And loved too tenderly ! 



Deep in shadow many a token 

Pleading, lingered here and there ; 

Weeping lay in duSt, and broken j — 
Links to all that was so fair : 
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Converse spent in charmed hours. 
Rich hrown hair, and withered flowers, 
All that cruel Death devours 

By Pate* 8 hard rule. 
Love's low language breathed alone, 
Music's sweet entrancing tone, 
Lips, I might not call mine own — 

Oh God ! how beautiful ! 

Then I fancied, as above them 

Swept the moon behind a cloud ; 

Hands unseen together wove them, 
Broidered in a silken shroud. 
Trembling, faint, I wrapt it warm 
Round her breathless marble form ; 
It may shield her safe from storm, 

'Neath Death's cold sky ! 
Laid her white hands near her heart — 
Kissed — oh God ! I cannot part — 
Cannot from my darling part 
For all eternity ! 

Leave her with me ! only leave her ! 

Spirits hover through the gloom, — 
Arms are ready to receive her 

Li the Future's sunless tomb ! 

Hark ! a voice floats down the blast. 
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Landward from wide ocean cast ; 
" Keep her, then, thy golden Past, 

Poor heart, and wait!" 
" Keep her ?'' ay, for ever here I 
Let me weep beside her bier, 
By my darling's moonlit bier, — 

Oh God ! how desolate ! 

B. N. C, Oxford. tV: 
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ES, faded is the rose, I ween ; 

Yet, though no more in odorous breath 
It lives, it breathes of a past scene, 
That ne'er shall fade till memory's death. 

How charming this mute eloquence ! 

These petals drooping on their stem, 
Though no more pleasing to the sense, 

Speak of the voice that hallowed them. 

Alas ! thy beauty's fled, sweet flower. 
Thou wert too fair to linger long ; 

But she who gave thee had the power 
To entomb thy beauty in my song. 
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Thou droopest in my fondling touch, 
But wert thou placed in that fair hand, 

Thou would' st revive : her power is such 
To cheer and hid the drooping stand. 

Farewell, sweet rose, I lay thee by ; 

In death thou speak' st of beauty still : 
Thy withered life needs not my sigh. 

For death could not thy beauty kill. 

Queen's Coll., Oxford. i^h^f**- 
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ITHOTJT, the dry trees groan and shiver, 

The curtained sun in his cloud doth sleep ; 
And through the chamber-casement ever 
Murmurs the roll of the distant deep. 

By the maiden's side on the couch were lying, 
Blending their delicate green and white, 

Children of winter, half-closed and dying, 
Plowers that are bom ere spring is in sight. 

Slowly she spake in a voice of sorrow : 

** Gentle flowers, live yet to-day ; 
But when I shall have died to-morrow, 

Droop ye, and wither, and fall away. 

*' Yet a few hours, then droop and wither. 

Silently fade and fall with me ; 
Far from the sun we will rest together, 

Shut out from the sound of the moaning sea.'' 
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'BID A sylva gemit ramis, horrensque movetur, 

Sol, velut aulseis, Diibe adopertus abest, 
Perque fenestrarum cancellos usque recurrens 
Longinqui semper muriDurat unda maris. 

liolliter ad lectum flores jacuere puell©, 

Lilia quis viridi mixta colore nitent, 
Nata hyeme intereunt, via semiaperta videntvr, 

Quae, pirius ac venit ver, celer hora tulit. 

Virginis ecce cadunt tristes ex ore querelsB : 
" Vivite saltern hodie, dulcia serta, precor, 

Sed mihi cum mortem attulerit lux crastina certam, 
Yos languere simul, lapsaque obire decet. 

** Sic breve post spatium vos et marcescite mecum, 
Mors eadem nobis interitusque datur ; 

Soleque seclusse requiem sociabimus una^ 
Nee nos sollicitet murmur et unda roiaris." 
Qt7sem*8 Coll.j Oxford. iwyf*». 
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^NE time upon a summer day 

Love spied a hive, and stole away 

"*A morsel of the honeyed store, 
And in his hands the treasure bore. 
"When him a valiant little bee. 
That round the hive on guard did linger, 
Attacked with sucl^ braverie, 
He wounded Love upon the finger. 
Dan Cupid smarting from the wound, 
Blows on it, jumps, and stamps the ground : 
Then to his mother running cries, — 
" Look, mother, look ! a little bee 
*' A mighty wound hath given me.'' 
But Venus, with a smile replies, 
** Great things have oft a little cause ; 
** Thou'rt treated, Love, by thine own laws : 
'* Por thou art but a little spright, 
" Yet oh ! how deep thine arrows bite." 
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SAW in the golden sunshine 
A little child at play ; 
''But beneath the flowers he gathered 
A slimy serpent lay. 

Again, in the prime of manhood. 
Was a youth and maiden fair ; 

And the tempter whispered softly — 
The serpent still was there. 

In the flames of a burning prison 

A spirit seemed to He, 
And it cried for a drop of water, 

For its tongue was parched and dry. 

I saw an old man kneeling 
By a lonely grave in prayer ; 

An angel was bending o'er him — 
The serpent was not there. 



E. M. H. 
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)EY is the past so dear ? 

And why across the moments that are gone 
Hovers a light, so clear 
Amid the good, and 'mid the ill so wan ? 

Ye stars, whose myriad rays 
Dance in the ocean of the midnight skies, 

Ye seem the while we gaze 
Pure golden orbs, too bright for mortal eyes. 

But could our feeble sight 
Overcome the boundless tyranny of space. 

All would not shine so bright. 
But shadowy spots the dazzling gleam efface. 
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Then seek not thou the power 
7o pierce so keenly through the reahns of night ; 

But let thy happiest hour 
Quench all thy sorrows in its golden flight. 

ExsTXA Coll., Oxforb. G. B. K. 
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jIYE us water or we die," 
Speak the flowers piteously. 
' Water ! Water !'' plead the flowers, 
■ * Let it fall in rain-like showers, 
** Sent through india-rubher hose, 
?* And the water- scattering rose, — 
"Manufactured by Sheath Brothers, 
?* They're the best— we'll have no others.'' 
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VER the hills to the clijffs of the sea, 
And down the steps to the^breath of the foam, 

Then over the pliant and shimmering sand, 
They went for their first lovers' roam : 
And I followed the two the way from home. 



They came to the rocks, and one gentle hand 
Lay in another's as still as in mine. 

As down she leapt with a smile on her cheek ; 

And the rocks hid the twain with their barren line, 
And my blood ran as hot as a bitter wine. 

Yet not alone, though they thoughl; they were so : 

I saw it, and started, and hid my face ; 
And my heart and my eyes were full, ah me I 
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As I turned me away from the cruel place, — 
God knows that my thoughts were over base ! • 



An hour or two and we met once more, 
And she drooped her eyes as she held her hand ; 

I bowed aside, but before I went 
I gave one look as her face I scanned — 
Then wended my way aback by the sand. 

^XBTBR Coll., Oxfobd. F. G. W. 
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OTJ tiny withered leaf, 
In fairy circlets floating to the ground, 
Sing me a lay that hath some joyous sonnd^ 
Nor telleth all of grief. 



Sing not the fleeting pasfc, 
Kor mourn the Spring soft-hreathing on thy face, 
Nor fiery Summer's fickle fond embrace : — 

They let thee die at last. 

Grieve not, — the end is fair, 
The morning roses blush again at eve, 
And death on many an aged brow doth leave 

No furrowed line of care. 
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For, as thy natal day 
i)id purest emerald in thy veins infuse,— 
So Autumn addeth with his golden hues 

Fresh charms to thy decay. 

And ne'er upon the bough, 
In all thy prime, beneath the summer glare, 
Hadst thou a beauty that could aught compare 

With that which gilds thee now. 

Sere leaf, thy tale is this, 
This lesson do thy parting glories give : — 
Some happiness is ours, the while we live. 

But death alone hath bliss. 

SxBTBK Coll., Oxpobj). G. B. R. 
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JINDILY clang the bells from the tower^ 

And fitfully moan the gusts above ; 
' And I lie dreaming, mournfully dreaming^ 
All of my own lost love. 
Months and years my grief have mellowed, 

Yet still rebellion mutters low ; 
Then dies away in a hopeless wailing — 
A burden of utter woe. 



She was young and she was fair, 

(Sing sorrow !) 
she was young and passing fair, 

(Sorrow and woe !) 
Blue-bright eyes and wreathing hair, 
liOvesome lips beyond compare, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Ripened on them kisses rare ; — 

Now the grave-worm banquets there, — 

(Sing sorrow, sorrow and woe I) 



Say, why didst thou ever leave me ? 

(Sing sorrow !) 
Yet thou could' st never bear to grieve me — 

(Sorrow and woe!) 
No, 'twas some Fate did deceive me 
"With short-lived bliss, soon to bereave me, 
That liow nor growing years relieve me, 
Nor passing joys awhile reprieve me 

From sorrow and bitter woe. 



Strange, I leave the mirthful throng ! 

(Sing sorrow!) 
Shun the glass and hate the song ! 

(Sorrow and woe I) 
I only wait (Great God, how long ?) 
Till one more soul's death-knell be rung ; 
What have I now with young and strong ? 

(Sing sorrow, sorrow and woe!) 

Now remain no hopes to gladden, 

'^Sing sorrow !) 
No fond hopes to cheer and gladden^ 
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Only dull despair to sadden, 
Only love's unsate to madden, 

(Sing sorrow, sorrow and woe !J 



So I lie dreaming, moumfolly dreaming, 

Dreaming all of my own lost love, 
While drearily toll the bells from the tower, 
And sob the gusts above. 

B. N. C, OxpoRD. 




Digitized by VjOOQIC 



TM^t ^^Wtta ;Efiuntsman. 




^EEP silence in the forest reigns, 

And willing slumber still enchains 
"The weary frames of men ; 
And far and wide no sound is heard, 
Save where the cool night wind hath stirred 

Some leaf-strewn mountain glen. 
It is the hour when spirits love 
'Mid well-remembered haunts to rove 

And tread the earth again. 
How strangely still all nature seems, 
Like the dark phantoms of our dreams 
That silently flit to and fro ; 
Mysterious shadows fraught with woe, 
Or if with bliss, bliss none may know, 

None for his own obtain. 

VOL. X. Tl 
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Bat hark ! what sound the stiUness breaks 
And the wood's slumbering echo wakes 

With strange unearthly blast ? 
Why starts the peasant in his bed ? 
What fills that sturdy heart with dread, 

Fearless in dangers past ; 
And makes his children e'en in sleep 
Still closer to each other creep ? 
'Tis the Wild Huntsman winds his horn, 
Whose echo on the breeze is borne 
O'er mountain, river, hill, and dale. 
And bids the stoutest courage quail. 
I^ow through the dark and pathless shades 
Of the wild forest's inmost glades 

The awful blast resounds ; 
And ere its echo dies away 
Is heard the deep and distant bay 

Of the Wild Hunter s hounds ! 

Through brush and tangled brake they speed, 
For they are not of mortal breed ; 
And none can check their rapid course. 

Save he who rides behind ; 
And none outstrip them, man or horse. 

Though fleeter than the wind. 
Nearer they come, and louder now 

Bursts forth the angry bay/ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



And crackling brush and shattered bough 

Herald their onward way. 
Nearer they come, — the listening ear 
"With strange and unaccustomed fear 

Catches their panting breath ; 
While ever and anon resound . 
Above the hayings of the hound 
The blasts by that dark rider wound, 

Fell harbingers of death. 

Onward they haste, for ere the sun 
Arise, their weird hunt must be run — 

And daylight fast pursues — 
Else for each star that still may gild 
The brightening vault, so heaven hath willed, 

A night's chase they must lose. 
Ifearer they come, they're here, they're past ! 
Swifter than e'en the whirlwind's blast, 

The weirdlike train is gone. 
Nor ever has a mortal eye. 
So swift that Huntsman passeth by. 

E'er traced the form of one. 



ExETEB College, Oxpobd. W. J. S. 
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I^OBTH sprang the impassioned queen her lord 
to clasp ; 
Again that consummation she essayed ; 
But unsubstantial form eludes her grasp 

As often as that eager grasp was made. 
The phantom parts — ^but parts to reunite, 
And reassume his place before her sight. 



** Protesilaus, lo ! thy guide is gone ! 

Confirm, I pray, the vision with thy voice : 
This is our palace — yonder is thy throne ; 

Speak, and the floor thou tread' st on will rejoice, 
Not to appal me have the Gods bestowed 
This precious boon, and blest a sad abode. 
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jJROSILUIT regina avid^ amplexura maritum, 

Et peifecta iterum gandia nosse cupit, 
''At toties tenuis comprensa efiPagit imago 
Enixse quoties jam tetigere manns. 
Bissilit lunbra fiigax, rursus conjungitur una, 
Bursus et ante oculos reddita fonna venit. 



" En ! mihi te linquens dux, Frotesilae, recessit ! 

Yera te visum voce probare precor : 
En solium notum ; tibi regia nostra videtur : 

Die modo ; gaudebit qaam pede terra premis. 
Hand formidandum munus Dii tale dederunt, 

Tristitiam posuit deinde beata domus." 
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" Great Jove, Laodamia, does not leave 
His gifts imperfect : spectre though I be, 

I am not sent to scare thee or deceive ; 
But in reward of thy fidelity. 

And something also did my worth obtain. 

For fearless virtue bringeth boundless gain." 



WoBDSlfORTl^ 
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** Juppiter omnipotensy conjux dulcissima, manca 
!N'on sua dona sinit : si levis umbra feror, 

Hand tamen hue mittor ludens fallensve maritam, 
Proemia sed fidee grata referre volo. 

Kecnon et propter meritum mihi gratia eessit : 
Impavido virtus commoda cuncta tulit." 

QuBBN's Coll., Oxpobd. i^^f^' 
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AN ALLEGORY. 



|HEEE was a rose tree growing 
In a garden, sweet and still ; 
Far from the world's rough blowing, 
By the side of a rippling rill. 

It was covered with leaves and flowers, 

Lovely and fair to see ; 
But the loveliest and the fairest 

Were two rosebuds on that tree. 

One just bursting into blossom, 

Unfolding petals rare, 
And making the gazer wonder 

How lovely a Jlower was there . 
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The other — a few hours younger, 

Its leaves closed tighter o'er 
The beauties they had within them, 

And made one long for more. 



But a west wind gently breathing 
Through that garden sweet and still, 

brought a message to that rosebud, 
Of the Gardener's heavenly will. 



In obedience to the summons 
The rosebud drooped its head. 

And as the sunlight darkened 
That rosebud fair was dead. 



But while in life it lingered, 
And gently passed away, 

Its sister rosebud tended 
And cheered its darksome way. 

At last in peacefcd slumber 
It left the parent's side, 

And now is of the number 
Who on white horses ride. 
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And the other rosebud lovely, 
Jast bursting into bloom. 

And filling the air with fragrance 
Of its exquisite perfume — 



Soon the summons came for her 
To join her sister dear, 

And without a sigh or murmur, 
She winged her fligbt up ther». 



And the rose tree thinks full often 
Of its lovely rosebuds two. 

Which are flowering in that garden 
As those on earth ne'er do. 



But not with thoughts of sadness 
Does it think of them above ; 

But e'en with joy and gladness. 
As those whom the gods do love. 



Wadham Coll., Oxfobd. 'AmariSf. 
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|HE stream all heedless of my presence rolled 
Its waters on as though they knew me not, 
As once more on the old stone bridge I strolled, 
Forgetting never, though, perchance forgot. 




Over the old grey parapet I bent, 

And idly listened to the murmuring flow, 

While the weird moon her wild illusions lent 
To conjure up .the magic scene below. 

There did I lean me in my reverie, 
And o'er the waters I did fondly gaze, 

As though perchance some image there to see. 
Some phantom vision of the past to raise. 
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It may have been, that what I saw was nought, 
Unreal and empty as a summer's dream, 

The mere reflection of a passing thought, 
Mirrored but dimly in the eddying stream. 



And yet — methought upwi the water's face. 
Still as a cahn that followeth a storm, 

Amidst the flickering shadows I could trace 
The waving outlines of a human form — 



Of one that I had known and wont to love 
With a fierce maddening love in years gone by. 

That mastered all my senses, though I strove 
To hush the passion in its infancy. 



And then methought the loved voice I could hear, 
As through the stillness of the night it came 

In tones of sadness on my startled ear, — 
Its accents changed, and yet the voice the same : 



" Though dear the memory of old connexions. 
And tender though the thoughts of past hours be, 

Ke'er can the fondest of thy fond reflections 
Bring back the lost reality to thee. 
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" Por bygone scenes before thine eyes returning 
Can charm, the lonely present but to cast 

In deeper contrast, and increase the yearning, 
The vain regret, and longing for the past.'* 



" Dawns, then," I cried, " the future but to sever 
All that has been, or ever can be dear ? 

And are the fair bright days now gone /or ev&r, 
Leaving no token the lone hours to cheer ?" 

But the sweet image faded as I spoke, 

■ Nor deigned to grant the answer that I sought;-^ 
Those few words uttered, and the spell was broke, 
And the fond vision melted into nought. 

The envied riplets hurrying onwards kist 
Those fair lips slowly fading from my sightj 

Till the moon hid behind the lowering mist, 
And all once more was solitude and night. 

And dark and still £uid silent as the grave, 
Unheeding onwards sped the hastening river, 

While answer none the restless night winds gave> 
None save the echo of my words " For ever" 

Universitt Coll., Oxford* J. F. C* 
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go all day long the noise of battle rolled 
Among the mountains by the winter sea ; 

*'Until King Arthur's table, man by man, 
Had fallen in Lyonness about their Lord, 
King Arthur : then, because his wound was deep, 
The bold Sir Bevidere uplifted him, 
Sir Bedivere, the last of all his knights, 
And bore him to a chapel nigh the field, 
A broken chancel with a broken cross. 
That stood on a dark strait of barren land: 
On one side lay the Ocean, and on one 
Lay a great water, and the moon was full. 



Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere,— 
"The sequel of to-day unsolders all 
The goodliest fellowship of famous knights 
Whereof this world holds record. Such a sleep 
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"^^S ap* €7r' ijfiari rCav iicvXiv^eTO ^ovtoq &petoQ 
^^^ fiiayofiivwv iv opeartpi irapa priyfilva OaXaarcrriQ 
5^£i/i€p/jyc' €7reorov 2c Kar avZp^ kpiriptQ eraipoi 
Safjivcifievoi KTjpeaai wap ^Apdovp^ fiafriKfjif 
'Apdovpta PaatKiji Aeovrely tpl x^PV 
airrov 3' ovTOLfjievov, 'xptoroc Bi te ttoW virevepdev 
ifjordyri ofipifJLOV ey^OQf eoig wfxoiariv aelpag 
'Brjdiliepog fxeyaOv/iog aTciKt^^pev^ 6g Foi kXdt^dri 
tUv TravTwv yiarog toI bjiov jiidenov OepairoyTeg. 
tUg oye irpog rifievog top airiK<fnp€ Troi/iiva Xautv 
ayx* ffk^ov vdog M t kpr}v (^wfiog t ipiirivTeCf 
oTEivunr^ 2' fip' iirfiv Kvaviff. yairig Ivvf^wkovy 
i>da fiey 'Qjceavog XlpLvri fxeyaXri li fjLiv evdev 
&fjL(pig cx^''* <piyyog 2' cVcxci -jrXijBovcra areXrjvri, 

Tov 2' apa BrjUfiepoy Trpogitprj Kpeiwy ^Apdovprfg; 
** w ttcJttoc ^ pa (jiowg rode Zvayifioy iieXioio 
ayZpGiv fiputwv jncy* aploTrjv dXXvei tXjyv, 
Sfy eiri fjLifjLyrjTal rig lvt\Ooyl(i>y aydpunr0v. 
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They sleep — the men I loved. I think that we 
Shall never more, at any future time, 
Delight our souls with talk of mighty deeds. 
Walking about the gardens and the halls 
Of Camelot, as in the days that were. 
I perish by this people wbich I made,— 
Tho' Merlin sware that I should come again 
To rule once more. But let what will be — ^be, 
I am so deeply smitten through the helm, 
That without help I cannot last till mom. 
Thou therefore take my brand Excalibur, 
Which was my pride : for thou rememberest how 
In those old days, one summer noon, an arm 
Eose up from out the bosom of the lake. 
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful, 
Holding the sword : — and how I row'd across 
And took it, and have worn it, like a king. 
And wheresoever I am sung or told 
"a aftertiine, this also shall be known : 
ut now delay not ; take Excalibur, 
nd fling him far into the middle mere : 
STatch what thou seest, and lightly bring me word.'* 



Tenntson. 
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Toioc yap rove ciy^pag efxovs kpiripaQ iralpovq 
cXXajde vriyptTOQ viryog* ' eyut S' ovk ikiro^ai ovtiq 
Tip\l/€<rOai <ppeff\v &fjLfjLe waXal<J>aTa Fipya Xeyorrcc 
avXaic £v irpatrlatQ re Ka/JLTi\dmfc ipareivfig. 
hiifiog ^ri fi oWvffi rov avTog ^epaiv ae^ovy 
a\(/ Sc fiefiwrd fi e(l>a(rKi Fava^efieval wot^ oiriffaru) 
fiavTig avrip MipXirog' otrolri 5' tcratrai avra, 
rjKiov ov Key &yev rev dpriyoyog avre Fi^oifJLrjy- 
^lal yap rpv(l>a\eiag, rd^aov eir ^o/jpifiov tyxog 
tfiirdyri' aXXd trv fioi £/^oc 'E^xaXt/Jvpa, Xa/3oio 
TovTrep ayaXfjLCL ttot el\oy' kirfl Koi tovt ^ivorffrag 
&g irpoTTCLpoiOE Xp6yip^ Xelrjg avt^vararo XlfJLyrjg 
(tv^ioy /JLEV ap^ ifiap erfy Qepiv^ Zi toi (oprji) 
apywpeov "Piayov Xlvov ayKoXlg diK^ifiaXtifra^ 
BiffKeXogf dfx^potriay \aXKOv d^ey XEipl TlTrjyeV 
ahrog ^' wKvaXoiai iriprfv Kwiryaty epearawv 
eXXafiSfxriy <p6ptoy 2' ^irep OifjLig eari Tdvaliy* 
yvy S' 60i k' ely dyoprj fie Tig 6\l^iy6vuty ev Feiirrj, 
eiv dyopp Fc/jrijffiv, ^ el KXi]uovuiy aoidoi, 
Tou KXeog efftrerai evpv' ov 5' '"EoxaXi/ivpa Xa^oto 
etTffvfjLeyog, pi\(/oy ^e fiearig Kara firjicea Xljuyfirjg' 
avTCLp Itt^v l^aXirig ra S' tireiT eaaroyrai OTTwirryc, 
dyyeXiwy re Koyie koI arpeKeug /caraXe^ov. 

Tedtity Coll., Oxpord. Van Dkusen. 
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|HE wintry winds are wailing 
With a mournful voice and drear 

Around the ancient lonely Hall, 
Like mourners round a bier. 



The tall, dark woods of pine and elm 
Groan 'neath the wrestling blast, 

As, struggling in the wind's embrace, 
On high their arms they cast. 

The stormy sleet is beating hard 

Against the oriel pane ; 
I only hear the moaning wind — 

The driving, rushing rain. 
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The rushing rain, the moaning wind, 

No Bound I hear heside, 
As down they sweep in mad career 

The hill's hare, rocky side. 



Scarce gleams the moon upon the waste, 
Dark clouds sweep o'er her face, 

Like shadowy demon-coursers driyen 
In some wild airy race. 



I sit alone ; I heave a sigh, 
I turn and close my hook : 

I gaze on many a knight and dame, 
That &om their canvas look : 



I seem as in a dream to see 
Them come to earth .once more ; 

They seem to tread the vacant halls, 
Their ancient home of yore : 



They seem to pass before my gaze, 

I see them every one ; 
I see the mother and the sire, 

The daughter and the son : 



£2 
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I hear the sound of pattering feet, 
And childhood's merry laugh, 

The songs of those who have not learnt 
Life's bitter cup to quaff ! 



And then again those forms I see 

Ag^d and bent with care — 
The brow once smooth is wrinkled now, 

And silver streaks the hair. 



And I, the last of all my race, 
Still see them come and go ; 

A grey-haired man, I see them come, 
The friends of long ago. 



I see the form that once was mine, 
And standing by its side, 

I see her smile, the best beloved, 
Who would have been my bride. 



Alas ! another scene I see, 
A black-robed, tearful band, 

A grey church tower, a funeral train 
As by her grave I stand. 
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Ah ! I can weep remembering it : 
I could not weep that day ; 

I could not shed a tear where slept 
Her loved but lifeless clay. 

She sank into that dreamless sleep 
That knows no dawn nor morrow, 

The last sad chapter to the tale 
Of human care and sorrow ! 

I linger on and hate the life 
I yet am forced to spend ; 

As sick men long for night to pass, 
I long for life to end. 



A tear falls from the old man's eyes, 

And then the vision's fled : 
The shadows vanish as they came. 

The dead rest with the dead ! 

I only hear the howling wind. 

The driving pelting showers, 
Rush by, beneath an angry sky. 

My lone deserted towers ! 

Tbinity Coll., Oxtord. C. T. 
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RUT who the melodies of morn can tell ? 

The hissing urn, the bacon's fragrant smell — 
The recommencing labours, few or many — 
The pleasant feeling when one hasn't any — 
The scent of roses wafted through the window — 
The cry of '* Milk below !" or " Knives to grind !"— 
The twitter of the birds, the balmy air, — 
All these are sweet, all these are passing fair. 

But sweeter far than breath of morning breeze, 

Than " Milk below !" or " Knives to grind, Sir, please !" 

Sweeter than songs of birds when they awaken, 

Sweeter than hissing urn or frizzling bacon, — 

Far fairer, ay and sweeter far is this. 

The superhuman ecstasy of bliss ! — 

When first one wakens firom sweet slumber's snore. 

To think — ** No Shaving ! — shaved the night before !" 

Tmnitt Coll., Oxfobo. A. C 
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|00D bye, tree! 

The winds of the winter are nearing, 
"Summer is over and gone, 
We and the autumn are sering, 
Now must we leave thee alone. 

Good bye, tree ! 
Never again shall we rest 

On the branch that so bravely upbore us, 
Where the bird of the wood had her oest 

And carolled in happiness o'er us. 

Good bye, tree ! 
For ever good bye ! for in vain 

The winter to summer shall turn. 
The birds of the wood come again ; 

But we — we shall never return ! 
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Good bye, tree ! 
All naked thy branches and bare 

Shall wave in the storm -covered sky 
Alone, for we shall not be there 

To shiver in sympathy. 

Good bye, tree ! 
But ere the wind waft us away, 

bend down thy shadow to cheer us ! 
Round it we'll flutter and play, 

And so shall we feel thou art near us. 

Dear old tree ! 
leave us not wholly bereft 

When the wind whistles over the hill ; 
For only the shadow is left, 

But fondly we cling to it still ! 

TRiNrrr Coll., Oxford. A. C. 
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GEORGIC I. 316—335. 



JFT have I seen, when now the hind 

Leads forth the reaper to the grain, 
"And 'gins himself the ears to hind 
In fragile bonds, secure of bane, 
The wind's fell hosts in war's array 
Meet in the skies and sweep away 
The farmer's toil, the laden fruits. 
And whirl them upward from the roots ; 
So fierce the wintry storms arise 
And drive the stubble through the skies. 
The storm-cloud columns move apace 
And all the front of heaven deface : 
Then roll in volumes from the main 
The blackening deluges of rain — 



VOL. X. 
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Down crash the heavens : and floods nptear 
The crops that shone but now so fair : 
The dykes are filled : the river s lash 

Their banks with murmuring sound : 
"Wliile Ocean boils with waves whose splash 

The panting bays rebound. 
Lo ! ftom the black cloud's frowning night 
Jove hurls his lightnings wildly bright : 
At his fell thunders filled with dreed 
The great Earth shudders : beasts have fled, 

Men's hearts are faint with fear, 
While with his gleaming bolt he cleaves 
Athos, or Rhodope, and leaves 

Geraunia's snow tops bare. 
The thunder past, the harsh winds meet 
In double fury, while the sleet 

Streams mixed with densest hail, 
And now the forests doubly roar 
Bent by the blast, while Ocean's shore 

Responds in plaintive wail. 

Balliol Coll., Oxpobd. H. J. R. 
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WEN Undergraduates stoop to folly, 

And find the Proctor's near, too late, 
What charm can soothe their melancholy ? 
What 'art can ease their " six and eight "? 



The only way's their head to cover, 

To hide their face from every eye ; 
And, when they see him crossing over. 

To save their money, let them fly ! 

A 

Bona Fide. 
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• I am left lone, lone." — Shellet. 



CAN only stand and gaze 
On the form I loved so well, 
^1 can only hear the sound 
Of the deep tolling bell, 

I can only see the face 

That has smiled its last on me, 
That I ne'er shall see again 

Through all eternity. 

Ton face smiles on so sweetly 
That I almost dream I see 

Ton lips about to open — 
Ton eyes to gaze on me. 

But I know that Gtod in heaven 
Has taken your soul away, 

And I am left despairing 
Alone on earth, this day. 



R. V. 
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<* Then was Jesus led up of the Spirit into the wilderness to be 
tempted of the devil." — Matt. iv. 1. 

** Then the devil leaveth Him, and behold, angels came and minis- 
tered unto Him." — ^Matt. iv. 11, 



|P, from the fresh and pure Baptismal wave, 
^R Where lingered yet the shadow of the Dove ; 

Up, from the echo of that Yoice which gave 
The sweet assurance of His Father's love ; 



Into the desert-waste, so lone and drear, 

Whose burning sands no mark of footprints bore. 

And the weird silence of the rock and mere 
Was startled only by the wild beasts' roar.' 

* " And was with the wild beasts."— Mark i. IS-. 

VOL. X. o 
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Led to be tempted, when the forty days 
Of that long Fast had ran their weary round. 

There, face to face, to meet the Tempter's gazte,. 
And win the Victory on the well-fought ground. 



The struggle o'er, — swift from the Golden Gate 
A thousand Angel-feet that desert trod, 

And with adoring love around Him wait, — 
The Son of Mary and the Son of God I 

We wander through the desert, still beset 
With sharp temptations and full many a snare j 

"With tears of sorrow oft our eyes are wet. 

And scarce at times We falter forth our prayer. 

Yet iu the conflict — ^in each darkest hour, 

When storms sweep wildly o'er life's troubled se% 

When almost fainting 'neath the Tempter's power^ 
Oh, suffering Jesus ! we will look to Thee ! 

And Thou wilt give us strength, and in Thy might 
We shall o'ercome, and in the " little while," 

Behold, in wonder, not the Angels* light, 
iut, better far. Thine own approving smile. 

8, Edihjns^ Hall, Oxpobd. Rev. E. H. Ba-snbs, M A^ 
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^HADED in woody dell from glaring light, 
A spring there was unruffled by the breeze, 
In which like silver mirror burnished bright 
"Were pictured wondrously the o'er-arching trees : 
No shepherd thither led his flocks to drink, 

No boar nor wolf that limpid fountain stained ; 
The graceful hind paused at its grassy brink, 
Doubtful if her light step the spot profaned, 
And from the sacred spring her thirsty lips refrained. 



Wearied with hunting in the noontide heat, 
Narcissus, youth of fairest form and face, 

Game unawares upon this cool retreat, 
And laid him down, forgetful of the chase ; 

VOL. X. a 3 
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But as he kissed the wave to quench his thirst. 

Another thirst into his bosom stole : 
He who had scorned thiB charms of beauty erst, 
Now bows insensibly to Love's control — 
^Tis his own image there that penetrates his soul ! 



He knows it not, but deems that image fair 

Some Arethusa whom the spring conceals ; 
That girlish face with freely flowing hair 

No token of its own true sex reveals. 
Narcissus in admiring rapture sighs, 

Gazing intently at the lovely face, 
And, as in Parian marble sculptured, lies, 

Fearing to lose that vision full of grace, 
*So motionless remains, fixed to the fatal place. 



•Soft earnest eyes return his loving gaze, 

More sweetly tender than twin stars of eve; 
Like blushing fruit, smooth cheeks he there surveys, 

And locks that one might well a Nymph's believe ; 
That glossy neck with ivory might vie. 

The column that supports so fair a head ; 
But most those tempting lips enchant his eye, 

Of graceful curve and as the cherry red : 
He bends to kiss that mouth — greets the cold spring 
instead. 
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** I cannot read those tender looks amiss ; 

Surely she loves me/' sighs the ill-fated boy, 
" Willing she lifts her face to meet my kiss, 

Yet can I not the preferred feast enjoy ; 
When round her neck I seek mine arms to throw. 

She too extends her arms for fond caress. 
And as I speak, those sweet lips part and show 

That she is uttering words that love confess. 
For smiles that answer mine betoken nothing less.'^ 



Narcissus feels instinctive tears arise, 

As disappointment checks his first ddlight. 
And tears responsive dim those lovely eyes : 

Poor boy ! he scarce can bear that piteous sight : 
'' Alas ! His mine own features that appear : 

Was e'er affection known before like mine ? 
To deem the object of one's love too near, 

And, with fond heart, for separation pine. 
Would that I own^d not, fair boy, that face of thine ! '^ 



When Phoebus* glowing orb had left the sky. 
And softest moonlight silvered all the leaves, 

Still motionless doth young Narcissus lie, 
While at the mournful sight chaste Phoebe grieves ; 
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His own sad eyes reflected in the spring 
Hold him entranced with their resistless spell ; 

He cannot hear sweet Philomela sing, 
Nor when her warble ceases can he t^ : 
Sleepless he keeps his watch beside the fatal well. 



Ere fresh Aurora in the roseate East 

Next mom came heralding the birth of day, 
Kind Heaven had from his woe the youth released, 

And rapt his self-enamoured soul away ; 
And where that form of peerless grace had lain 

A lovely flower greeted the morning light : 
Nor did the woodland Nymphs that flower disdain, 

As first it opened on their wondering sight. 
Still doth it bloom on earth — the sweet Narcissus hight. 

Lincoln Coll., Oxfobd. R. B. B. 
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^BEAE was the night, and proof to earthly ray, 
That spread her murky wings o'er every soul, 
en e'en the purest groped, and found no way 
Through Sin's shades thick and foul. 

Till beams of Heavenly splendour pierced the gloom, 
And shed o'er all mankind their gladsome light, — 
Till our great Sun arose, and hroke the doom 
Of everlasting night. 

Fair burst that day upon Man's sinful world, 

Fairest of Days! whereon Creation's Sun 
"With rays of Love imperishable hurled 

The powers of darkness down. 
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Yet some pure-souled foresaw the creeping gleanis 

Though wrapt within the shadowy mists of dawn. 
And through the clouds of Time in wondrous dreams 
Espied the golden Mom. 



Though fair the Morn, fairer the blood-red hue 

Of evening tints our Sun's departing ray; 
For lo ! those purple clouds of Grief foreshow 
A still more glorious Day. 
• 
Ball. Coll., Oxon. H. J. R. 

Chbistmas, 1868. 
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JGES ago stood a beautiful one 

Judged for her shame by a wilful crowd ; 
"Drooping and chilled by the passing cloud 
Sternness had drawn o'er the Grecian sun. 




"Words cast beneath them no shadows, where 
All had been clear and joyous but now ; 
Coldly each eye scans the orator's brow, 

Coldly the lips of the peerless fair. 

Beason is cold in the pride of might, 
Heartless is man when the soul is asleep ; 
Lift from the soul its darkness and steep 

Beason through feeling with larger Light. 
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Beauty, come forth from thy veil as thou art : 
Pleadings of beauty are stronger than words, 
Pleadings of beauty more trenchant than swords: — 

Light from the depths of her bosom see dart ! 



Clouds melt away from the face of the sun : 
Worship be given to the Goddess who shines 
Bright from the snows of the breast which enshrines ! 

Laud ye the victory Beauty hath won ! 

Kbw Coll., Oxon. iBfytVi* 
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jHOU'LT better live, not over brave, 
Ploughing the deep for evermore, 
Nor hugging, fearful of the wave. 

The treacherous shore. 



For he that loves the golden mean, 
Doth not in sordid ruin dwell. 
And grandeur that arouseth spleen 

Avoideth well. 

More often do the tempests bend 
The mighty pine : with heavier shock 
The high tower falls ; and lightnings rend 
The loftiest rock. 
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The wise man hopeth change of fate 
In ill, and feareth it in good : 
The God that raiseth doth abate 

The winter flood* 



Woes of to-day to-morrow fly, 
"Not doth Apollo always use 
His bow, but wakes to harmony 

The silent Muse» 

If Fate bring poverty or grief, 
Be cheerM still ; and if the gales 
Blow passing fair, scorn not to reef 

Thy swelling sails. 

ExBTEB Coll., Ozfobi>. 6. B. R.. 
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; MUSE alone upon a lonely shore. 

The boundless ripple of the sleeping sea 
Is spread before mine eyes. From east to west 
A long unswerving line of dark sea birds 
Skims noiseless o'er the ocean's whispering face, 
A murmuring breeze — the plash of tidal wave 
Nought else to break the tranquil flow of thought. 



Gk)d ! I seem alone in Thy great world ! 
On me alone their ' treasures of delight ' 
Thy beauteous forms are shedding all unasked ; 
I the sole tenant of this boundless view. 
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Alone ! puny, blind, o'erweening man ! 
Teems not the ocean still with myriad life, 
And the boon earth with countless progeny ? 
Scarce weaker would earth's hymn of praise ascend 
To her great Author, now if thou wert not. 
(The grass^blades shiver to a passing breeze) 
No, I am not alone— encompassed round, 
E'en though I see it not, with God-given life. 
Prate not to me of Nature's changeless laws : 
How know I that each spark of animal life 
Stirring around me, on the land and sea, 
Has not a will eternal ? Must the laws 
That hem my proper being, act as guides 
To all that breathes ? Their thoughts and utterances 
May be beyond the ken of my poor brain. 
(Ourselves our standards, what can we know more ?) 
Tet may the music of their viewless lives 
Move as harmoniously as human laws 
To as sweet time. (No sound is heard around 
But the dull ripple rippling on the beach.) 

My brain is reeling with the fames of thought, 
My pulses beat a quick enraptured tune 
Not of this earth. dull cold prison of clay, 
To shake thee from me I and rise fetterless, 
Poised in an atmosphere of rarest thought 
Into the Light that lighteth all the world I 

Wadh. Coll., Oxford. F. D. C. 
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m<^oVR day is o'er, yotir task is done, 

You've worked right well, but now good-bye t 
In truth, my Mend, your course is ran. 
And as we part, I ean but sigh. 




How like the world ! when true to me, 
IVe cut you oft, and ground you down^ 

And ever made you plainly see, 

I would through you try get renown. 

My daily Mend ! my charmer kind ! 

I see you now, worn out at last, 
^ Fair herald of my rampant mind. 
How soon you'll be ©ne of the past I 
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Tou've gained for me the sweets of fame,. 

And boldly vanquished critic's leer. 
You once were missed, I called your name, 

But you were resting in my ear. 



You dear old thing ! now you must go, 

Another one wiU fill your place : 
It wellnigh makes my tearfr to flow ; 

But what you've done, nought can efface ! 

Latb 07 Glabb Coll., Gambridob. E. H. Riches, LL.D. 
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moonbeams are streaming 
On mountain and river. 
The dewdrops are gleaming 
In sheen as they quiver ; 
While Zephyrs sweep lightly 

The gem-bedecked crest 
Of flowerets clad brightly. 
Then leave them at rest : 
Angels attend thee. 
Prom evil defend thee ; 
Sleep on, beloved one, dream fondly of me. 



Each moonbeam is bearing 
Prom regions above 

A sweet seraph wearing 
The fair garb of love ; 

VOL. X. 
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Each Zephyr is breathing 
What words fail to say, 
In dreams they are wreathing 
Hope's garlands so gay ; 
Love to defend thee, 
Hope to attend thee : 
Sleep on, beloved one, dream fondly of me. 

Soon shall the morning 

New carols awake 
To welcome the dawning 

Prom tree or from brake ; 
Each bud now disclosing 
The closely-veiled bed 
Whence, but lately reposing, 
Its fairy has fled : 
Nature now calls thee 
From sleep that enthralls thee ; 
Awake, my beloved one, awake unto me. 

Exeter Coll., Oxpokd. W. J. S. 
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HAD a dear, delicions dream 
Of dear, delicious doings, — 
Deep draughts of happiness whioh seem 
Other than earthly brewings ; 

A dream of drives, and fetes, and balls, 

Of walks and water-parties : — 
But dull and cold description falls. 

Gold as my frozen heart is. 



I recked not of the fleeting hours 
"Which knew of no delaying ; 

I noticed not the ivied towers. 
Superb in their decaying ; 

VOL. X. 
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I cared not thongh the stin were bright. 
Or of his splendoTir chary ; 

I had no care, no thought, no sight, 
For anything but Mary. 



With her, — her hand upon my arm, — 
I mingled with the dancers ; 

And by her side I saw no harm 
In sitting out the ^ Lancers/ 



We talked, ^-or quarrelled, perhaps, instead,- 

Like sisters or like brothers ; 
And each new thing she did or said 

Seemed sweeter than the others. 



When she was smiling, sweet was she ; 

Sweet, too, when she was scorning ; 
At evening, sweet ; but oh ! to me 

Far sweeter in the morning. 



Think of her hair in saucy braids ! 

Think of her jacket's trimmin' ! 
Oh ! she's the flower of fairy maids, 

The winsomest of women. 
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And in my dream I saw her smiles, 

Her eyes so gaily glancing ; 
I yielded to lier merry wiles, 

And wondered at lier dancing. 

I dreamt of beauty and of bliss, 

Of hearts that none should sever ; 
But all I think of now is this, 

That it has gone for ever. 

By sunny shores my bark was steered ; 

My path was paved with posies ; 
And everything on earth appeared 

The colour of the roses. 

I thought that all my milk was cream, 

That all my grass was clover ; — 
Alas ! I found the whole a dream ; 

I woke, — and it was over. 
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[jT a withered rose, you say — 
A rose in a musty book, 
"^A fitting grave for its sere decay ! 
Yet my heart is sad as I look. 

Only a withered rose ! It clung 

Long ago to dark waving hair, — 
"With the dew on its petals yet, — and hung. 

O'er a neck that was round and fair. 

In her eyes the light of life's morning played. 

Ere the sun had dried the dew — 
Eose, you fell from that waving hair, and I laid 

You here and buried you. 

And now she is dead and lies in her grave : 
And I would that my eyes too might close ! 

There is nothing left me in this life, save 
My withered heart and my rose. 



<!^eii. 
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I BLACKBEOWED night, wlio with thy murky train 
Of dreams and sorrows, reyelries and mirth, 
In headlong chace dost sweep the drowsy earth, 
What hlessings dost thou bring, and aye what bane 1 
For here defiled with murder's Woody stain 

We see thee lurk by highways, or the mate 
Of foul conspiracy and deadly hate, 
O fickle cause, and kindly touch of pain ! 
Thee feyered brows, thee hearts fresh torn with grief, 
Love's hopeful sighs. Love's hopeless misery 
(So potent is thy honeyed pharmacy), 
Welcome alike, their sole and still relief. 
Unfold thy brow, cast off thy mask of guile, 
And ever on us pour thy kindest smile* 



Ball. Coll., Ozfobo. 
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lAB^ASSUM deBcende : Oradus Carique libeUum'^ 
Masa, nihil nostros scis profecisse labores : 
Parnassnm descende ; liainilesque invise paludes 
Ids, et humentes ripas, gentemque togatam. 

Et nos ergo Iiodie delectat nulla jocomm 
Copia ? Nempe agitur toto Comoedia rivo : 
Materies ipsi sumant ex amne Tragcedi. 
Stridit byenxs, gelidamque irrorat Aquarius Isin ; 
Sasva tamen sonuit vox remigis ilia magistri, 
"Depresso incipiat jam turn mihi ventre juventus 
Ingemere, et prima lentescere remus in unda.'' 

•■ Spectat noster opus illud ** Gradus ad Pamassum " quod nun- 
quam Batis laudanduB Carius in usum pueronim composoit. 
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Continue ignaros per tenuia transtra " Reemtes*^^ 

Disposuit, gracilisque tremit sub pondere cymba. 

Procubuere ; superque instans censura celeustsa 

Vexat insBquales remos : at saevior alter 

Eminus e ripa diro clamore satelles 

Acria deyezas jaculatur probra carinae. 

" Septime" (tu, juvenis, numeris assuesce vocari, 

Tu numerus ntmc es, natus sorbere hovinasf 

" Heu ! quid agis ? Ties simplex de remige vector 

" Sic tortis humeris. Quid aqaam mihi, Quinte, moraris 

'' Prendere ? Quin citius ! Truncum osciUare memento 

'^ Quarte, tnum, mediumqae cava, lentissime, dorsum. 

"Una omnes !" Sic exierint mox octo virorum 

HacMna, sic tritis sidat Victoria transtris. 



In mediis, en ! remigio spectanda valenti 
Prora ruit devexa, admirandaeque lacertae, 
QuSis Cami parat ulva pares : dat euntibus omnis 
Cymba locum, vexillum album venerata carinas. 
Heu! male turn " Guttae" angustis erratur in undis, 
Si quis ibi Cancros, (ea non incognita rivo 
KoDstra natant,) captans tonsam puer infodit undis. 
Aut umbras Orci jussus descendere ad imas 
Obvius horrebit stantis convicia cymbae ; 
Aut, si remigium yiolentior impetus egit, 

^ Anglicd, « Freshmen." « Anglic^, " Beef-stealu." 
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Naufragus, et gelido submersus gurgite, ndrit 
Qaot catuli et foedsd fluitent in margine feles. 

Plurimus et lumbos campestria cinctos, anhelans, 
Cornipedis ritu gyri spatia omnia sudans 
Ezercetur, ut hestemi de tempore corsiis 
Exiguum quamyis momentum deterat, et eras 
Bnrsibn aliud : nea, qnnm talent certamen arenas 
Summa dies, prins exanimem se in pulvere volvat 
Quam vasto octavum singoltu expleverit orbem. 
Hlom dncit amor pddi victrieis, ayitom 
Omatori abacum. Sed eqnos contendere credas, 
Fervet nbi campus stipulantibus, et sonat ingens 
Sponsio. Quidni etenim ? Heroes hominum quoque cami 
Kulla erit ? Hinc aberunt, qui gaudent codice facto 
E damno alterius certos educere nummos ? 

Et quum membra adeo juvenilia tale fatigat 
Certandi cacoethes, idem nonne inficit ipsa 
Ingenia, ut ** Primas^^ pretio quocumque requirant?^ 
Omnia certando fiunt, et turpe relinqui est : 
Nee jam res ipsas sed rerum praemia curant. 
En ! juvenis, quern jam propior tortoris imago 
Atque '' C!rMc^« "turbaot, q^uas tractandas schola ponat/ 

* Primas, "First classes." Quas miro quodam amore desiderat 
sibi adjungi sub graduatus.— £rc<ncAr. 

« Crucea tractandas, Eximift arte poeta noster He celayit artem. 
<* Tractandas" non *<90^enda8" dixit, quippe Bolyende non Bint,«- 
Eem$tefhui8, 
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Exnlat immersus studiis in deviarura 
Secum, nee esetus aequales curat adire. 
Hand illnmy quum nanta furens, et pessima plebs est, 
Grassantem aspicias "-4/<o" sub nocte Novembri:' 
Ocins insanam Quintam fugit : ocius iUo 
Qui, quum prisca sui petit institor sera libelli, 
Sepsit se " qnercu " trepidans, et abesse videtur. 
Qnippe dolet, sic fama, caput, quod fuste dolatum est, 
Lnminaque excruciant miseros contusa legentes.^ 
Grande etiam certamen adest. Quae gloria Classis, 
Quos labor ille ferat fructus turn noris, ubi bora 
Tertia prsBteriit scribentibus, atque magistri 
Blanda requisivit vox tradere quemque papyros ; 
"Non tamen ulla yiris requies, non secius omnes 
Incumbunt studio ingenti, calamusque molestos 
Sat strepitus, urgente manu : juyat addere cbartas, 
Snmqne alii scribant nugas, tot scribere et ipsum. 
Bi cunctis Primas Classes ! Tuque, optime, si vis 
Esse aliquid, Quartaeque tuum non addere pondus, 
Nee (sortem infandam I) numeroso in Gurgite mergi,** 
Scribe quod Austinum sapiat, Millumve dicacem : 

' ^*Altor "In the High." Non, ut satis audax Peerlkamp 

interpretatur — " in a deep reverie/' 
s Legentes, Locus obsc'urior. Yossii interpretatio, ** Beading men/' 
^ Gurgite. Fabula antiquior est, gurgitem quondam subita se 

apenusse in medid. Aula scholarum. ' Kesponsum datur petentibus 

qnomodo claudatur, injiciant e6 rem quam habeant vilissimam. 

ProindeYice-CancellariusUctorefi (Peerlkamp. vnlf pokeroa") jussit 
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I^on He EomulesB tua summa peritia linguas 
Profuit, aut Graii Primas meraere leporfcs ; 
Mille solsecismos liceat fecisse Sophistani. 

At tibi, dura le^ens, tion infortunia soli ;^ 
Quid juvenes, queis contingit sub vesperis boram, 
(Cogit enim matrona,) meram sorbere Bobeam, 
Crustulaque urbanis circumvebere uncta puellis ? 
Quam linguam oppressit juvemlem tempus iniquum I 
Et quota captivis virgo se jactat alumnis ! 
Stant passim, yittati omnes, ceu Tiotimae ad aras, 
Gurgite bombycum absorpti : tanto agmine vestis 
Femina se cinxit propriaB, cobibetque regressum. 
Jamque onmes nugas de tempestate locuti 
Aut vacuo capiti si quid prsesentius adsit. 
Expectant blandi, (jam cantatrice vocata,) 
Haud rard auditum carmen, ''Eivumque" perennem 
Cui finis cursus nullus datur : ilia canendi 
Prodiga percurrit cbordas, versante papyros 
Ad nutum puero : tum immenats plausihus omnes^ 
Pinitum melos accipiunt, et singula laudant. 
Tres tandem fugere borsB : tu tristior axis, 

yincire eos, qui, qutmi honores ambiissent, nullam tamen clasBeni 
adepti essent. His in barathnim detnisis, solida, ut ante, fit terra. 
Mo8 solemnis inde ezaminatoribus traditur, quern cinctu Grabino 
habiti quotannis seryant. Schol. 

» JDura Legena, Anglicfe, " Hard reader." 

^ PlauBUfl sequi non melos, sed finitum melos recte monet 
"Wagner. 
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At Kber : non nunc lateri tua futilis haeret 
Sextera, non mancsB statuae nunc figeris instar ; 
Exarsere ignes sola non nocte vetandi, 
Et lassum ingenium reficit tibi fiimus avenae. 



Sollennes vero cum Commemoratio pompas 
Instituit, matresque tulit, graeilesque sorores, 
Cum patre quaesitam vix sufficiente crumenam, 
Ne nostros, peregrine, nimis, ne despice mores. 
Pauca tibi praecepta canam, quae ferre memento. 
Area si quando te ceperit ipsa Theatri, 
Ke toga, ne aummo quamvis textore galerus* 
Albescat, peregrine ; color deterrimus albo est. 
Multi candentis damnati crimine vestis 
Explosi didicere lod non temnere dwos.""^ 
Neve ubi Doctorum processit contio, et ista 
Acceptura Gradus series augusta virorum, 
Mireris, si tradendos stetit inter honores 
Tota cohors quotiesque velint Anabathra jocari — ^ 
Emeritos Anabathra sales fundentia cunctis : — 
Neve quod eloquium fundens ad rostra Professor 
Sive erit Orator, non exaudita locutus 



* Hunc vel potius hos textores constat fuisse *' Lincoln and 
Bennett." Putide ut semper conjecit Peerlkamp. " Foster." 

^ Nempe hi duodecim Di majores, quorum statuas magno sumptu 
nuper refecit TJmYeTBiias. — Valeknaer, 

B Quotiesque — quotiescunque. 
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Terba per adversnm strepitom, vappamqae jocoram, 
Aaditore Yirumjam turn plaudenUf residit." 



Neve admireris, ripis ubi curritur Isis 
Atque carinarum longo ordine pompa movetur. 
Si lintre excussos juvenes ante ora parentam 
Yideris inoassum stadio gestire lavandi. 
Si nescis, jocos est. Ne quseras garrnlos ultra. 
Nam se ridiculos natos facere anzia mater 
Et veste in madida gaudet yidisse fluentes. 

Interea quoque foemineos mirabere coetus, 
Ut late infosa via yirgine quaeque corascet. 
Tempore non alio, matre indneente, leaena 
Acrior erravit vicis : per templa, per hortos, 
Per loca adorandsB robiginis usque yagandum est, 
Insatiabilibus si vis placuisse puellis 
EtqusBdam, jam mane novo, stipata Theatri 
In cuneis spectatur : earn chorus omnis amantum 
Plaudit inexpletum, plaudit vestemque comasque : 
Mox eadem labente die festa Atria quserit 
Apta chore, pendetque iterum saltantis ab anno : 
Yincere Sol oriens lychnas, et fundere lucis 
Dira suae per yirgineas discrimina formas, 

o Plauflus, ut antea, non )tam yirum quam yirum residentem 
aequi, solito acumine monet Wagner. 
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Gomnaque et chordse, lasso tibicine, cessant; 
Ilia tamen laptat, nondum satianda, per orbes 
Consortem juyenem, nee oustos addita mater, 
Multum questa, potest retinere, nee optinias ille 
Progenitor toto proflans jam pectore somnnm. 



At datnr his olim finis, fdgit ipsa lesena ; 
Solaque per yicos jam Longa Yacatio regnat : 
Discessns juTenum satirsB tulit huic quoque metam. 

NsW GOLLBOB, OXVOBD. W. M. 
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epigram. 

GRACE m COLLEGE HALL. 

^'^^mgE largitate Tua'' while in hurried tones he 
bellows, 
'^The Don, he knows that Heaven provides the 
Tictuals for the Fellows ; 
*^ Et imples omne animal" — ^bnt oh ! as I'm a sinner, 
It's the hutler does the catering for the Uhder^raduaUi 
dinner." 

Bona Fide. 

''In nova fert animuB mutatas dicere formaa coxpora.'' — Ovid. 
Met., 1. 1-8. 

AM tibi, Pythagoras, credo ; non somnia fingis, 
Gui placet in formas nos abiisse novas : 

Ni prius ipse asinus, Lalage ni pica fdissety 
Non premerer sponsse gairulitate me®. 

Coll. Cobf. Chbibti, S. A. 

Cajxtasbiqix, 
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SIST," said the fiend, " lend me thine ear." 

I stooped to hear. 
" Large passionate eyes, thou knowest their hue.'' 

" Heaven is more hlue." 
*' Bright lips whose taste is choicest wine." 

" Are they divine ?*' 
" Cheeks sweetly flushed, and dainty chin.*' 

" Deadly is sin." 
" Great glorious length of golden hair." 

"Is Christ more fair?" 
" Soft swelling bosom, love's own nest." 

" Peace ! let me rest." 
''Beating for thee with passion fervent." 

'* Lord, help thy servant !" 
** Bow but thy knee, and all is given." 

"Is she worth heaven ?" 
"Fool, take my boon while thou canst And me !" 

"Get thee behind me!" 

ExBTBR Coll., Oxford. E. R. 

VOL. X. I 
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J)ISS PATTY is small for her size, but ob the man 
said abowt his wife, Lord! She is well bilt & 
her complexion is what might be called a Broonetty. 
Her ize is a dark bay, the lashes being long & silky. When 
she smiles the awjince feels like axing her to doo it sum 
moor, & to continner doin it 2 a indefnit extent. Her 
waste is one of the most bootiM wastises ever seen. When 
Mister Strackhorse led her owt, I thawt some pretty skool 
gal, who had jest graduatid .from pantalets & wire hoops, 
was a cumin out to read her fust composishun in public. 
She cum so bashful like, with her hed bowd down, & made 
sich an effort to arrange her lips so thayd look pretty, that 
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/^Y ^fJTa fuyidei fiiv fuyaXri Wiv ff Barls' 

^■^^ wepl 5e wov ric eJire yvfJUJiiOQ, (S ttSttoi* 

iiftag fjtiy itmv tlti^mq, to Ik xpSfia vov 

fuXl'xXiifpov &v \iybiv nq opBirar^ av Xiyoi. 

irapeiac ai to y ofifia^ Tavaai 0' a>c opav 

^et^aplhc, ola fivatmq' ore dc irpoayeX^, 

eifdvQ avvijiri deip6raTa toIq icaOrifUpoic 

deri<rofJi£yoitn ^orXdtFta yeXao/iara 

KOI iroXKavX&tna jceic fiircipov iivmroXtiv* 

ayaOov fuv otv irpoayovroQ hvlpo^ 'hnrlovf 

ifwly^ kddKei Kovpldwy &pTi ypafifwriav 

OTTO ^£ Tpoxoy TsXovaa Koi \iTiavLov, 

ie TO fiitroy iXdovv wq &p avayyolrj Xoyoy 

Toy vp&Toyy ovrwc eiaiiyai KoXrl KoXCig. 

KCLTW y £j3i| KVTTTOVffa xctpOcvucbTrara, 

X'^^V ^^ diaTiOeiaa KaXXi(rroy /iXiirsly^ 

&aT^ airroc w5/ y* kltofiriy KOKTtiy Xa/outy. 

VOL. X. I 2 
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I wanted to swaller her. She reminded me of Susan 
Skinner, who'd never kiss the hoys at parin hees till tho 
candles was hlow'd out. Miss Patty sung suthin or ruther 
in a furrin tung. I don't know what the sentimunts was. 
Pur awt I know she may hay hin denouncing my wax 
figgers & sagashus wild beests of Ptay, & I don't much keer 
ef she did. When she opened her mowth a army of martin- 
gales, bobolinks, kanarys, swallers, mocking birds, etsetterv, 
bust 4th & flew all over the Haul. 

Art&mus Wakd. 



IQSUL 



3a.bmg.. 




!E on — while my revenge shall be 
To speak the very truth of thee. 



Eahl Nugent. 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



Bari^lov. 97 

ijKKliero yap ofiola ttwc rp l^i^diptf 
uvrri yap iv K^fiouri rdic owiopivdig 
cvirta Kvaai y' tfieWt rove yeavlacy 
irplv &v Karaafiiatu ric to \v)(yLov. 
offev fjiev oZv to deiya vpHrov 4 Banc 
prifiaal ye fiapfiapotaC to Ie poiip? kpjoi 
iZtjkov' otra yap oi&t^ dayv^oii' efi&y 
icai Otfploy ys Twy (^oyifiw&rbfy Kara 
i(i6ria* epSv S* ap* eyexa JcarajSoT^aaroi. 
oiyyvat yap irrSfii Jjc S* karfioe iucaydl^tay 
Kal oTriyiUtay kic^tay re kcX 'xeXiZdytay 
ca2 Koyj/Lctay ie Scaircro/icvoc olicloy* 

Teinitt Collbqe, Cambridgb. G. C, W. W. 



'WCJaa, 

MEKDAX ; mihi erit sat ultionis 
De te non nisi vera pr»dicare. 



Coll. Cobf. Ohbibti, S. A. 

Gaktabbigijb. 
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are closed, and prest 
»tionle8S eyelids, for ere the day shone 
w did sign her and seal her his own ; 
)vl to its rest ? 



le good nor the fair, 
ipse of what true joy is 
r revels and gaieties, 
soul's despair. 



fare ? say they, 

her work and it was not well ; 
lone man hath nought to tell : 
aye away ? 
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Nay ! she knew not the good, but why ? 

Can the bird loye the woods he hath never seen ? 

He may chafe at the bounds of his dull wire-screen, 
But how should he love the sky ? 



I judge not of men, saith He, 

By the cobweb works they haye spun at and planned ; 

'Tis enough if the heart did not go with the hand : 
'Tis enough that she wept, saith He. 

G. H. a 
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i^ENEATH the shadowy lime walk 

I lay amid the leaves, 
*And dreamt of golden visions 

In bygone summer eves ; 
And I saw up the fragrant vista 

A bright form slowly pass, 
Up from the silver lakelet, 

Up through the long, green grass. 
Badiant its face, and happy, 

Glowing the golden hair, 
And white wings on its shoulders, 

And raiment wondrous fair ; 
But, ere it reached the archway, 

Slumbrous with rich perfume, 
Another form came stealing 

Prom the dewy laurel-gloom ; 
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Its pale face, half averted, 

Hung drooping on its breast, 
folded its wings, and its fingers 

To wet cheeks tightly prest, 
As if to hide its sorrow, 

And tears that fell like rain — 
Tears shed in sweet compassion 

For weary souls in pain« 



Bat soon the visions faded, 

And I well know what they mean : 

One told " what is " and " will be," 
And (me '' what might have been.'' 

B. N. C, OXTOBD. W. 
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>TAY, Kttle cheerful Eobin, stay, 

And at my casement sing, 
Although it should prove a farewell day, 
And this our parting spring. 

Though I alas ! may ne'er enjoy 

The promise in thy song, 
A charm that thought cannot destroy 

Doth to thy strain belong. 

Methinks, that in my dying hour 

Thy song would still he dear, 
And with a more than earthly power 

My passing spirit oheer. 

Then, little bird, this boon confer : 

Come, and my requiem sing ; 
Nor fail to be the harbinger 

Of everlasting spring. 

Mas. HxTTCHiyBoir. 
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iISTEy qu8B nostra vaga sub fenestra 
Integras laetos, Eubicilla, cantus ; 
Siste ; lux veinos licet haeo amores 
Ultima nobis 



Viderit junctos, mihi nee paratos 
Praecinas soles, tamen audientem 
Me tenet nulla metuens resolvi 

Sorte voluptas. 

Scilicet Yocem prseeunt canenti 
Blandulam Divi tibi, quaejub ipsa 
Morte cedenti mihi yel supremam 
Mulceat horam. 

Talis exorata quietis altae 
Augur — extremum precor buno honorem — 
Hue ades tandem mihi sempiterni 
Nuntia veris. 
Coll. Cobp. Chbuti, S. A, 

ClirrABBIGLS. 
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\ HEAED the cool breeze as it came from the forest. 
And kissed the broad leaves of the linden below, 
'And steajing their sweetness, crept on to my lattice. 
And breathed all its burden up6n my hot brow. 

I could see the tall poplar against the dark heaven. 

With a million leaves dancing, did the wind only sigh : 
I could see the long ripple p£iss over the corn-field, 
die in the shade, as the Zephyr flew by. 

Lving thing stirred in the darkness before me : 
lightingale's head was beneath her brown wing : 
iwlet was sitting on the church tower yonder, 
itirred not, and cried not, but sat wondering. 

still was the night, and the glimmering shadows, 
I thought some sweet sounds with its stillness 
might suit : 
b there alone and sent forth to the darkness * 
\ sounds soft and low, the clear notes of my flute. 
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Then from under the com and from under the ripple, 
From my rose-bowered lattice not fifty yards forth, 

Game a strange double craking that jarred on my fluting. 
And jarred on the stillness, and woke up my wrath. 

" Ah, the corn-crake !" I thought, in the still summer 
twilight 

" Why of all other birds art thou only awake ?*' 
But he craked and he craked, and I waited his stopping : 

But he kept up his grating crake crake, and crake crake. 

So I put down my flute and I closed up my window. 
And gave up the field to my foe : for I said, 

Hath this strange bird of night not more right to be 
craking 
Than I to be fluting just over his bed ? 

^* Did I break on his slumber, or some golden dreaming 
Of a full nest of young, a long summer of joy ?" 

Yet to-morrow the reapers may come with the sickle, 
And robbing that nest, those sweet visions destroy. 

" Let him dream while he may — I am grieved if I woke 
him. 
To sorrow or fear, for my own sorrow's sake.*' 
So I lay down : but still from the corn-field I heard him 
Give forth that strange grating crake, crake, and crake, 
crake. 

Lincoln Coll., Oxford. W. W. F. 
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! LOVE, He still! 

Yon gave me first her heart to take, 
"^And now yoa give her mine to break ! 
Love, lie still, yoa shall not wake ! 
Love, lie still ! 



Love, lie still ! 
Tou reared a fabric in my brain, 
But ah ! yon reared it all in vam ! 
The place must know it ne'er again ! 
Love, lie still ! 

Love, lie still ! 
You sunk her image all too deep ! 
You sowed in joy, in tears you reap. 
Love, lie still, you must, shall sleep. 
O Love, lie still ! 



Bona Fide. 
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! WINTER woods, 

I hold you very fair ! 
'^I heard the north winds rise and blow 
Your twisted branches high and low, 
The while I wandered to and fro, 
And pleasant converse kept, I trow ; 

Por she was there I 
And through bare trunks light echoes fell ; 
" winter woods, I loved you well, 
Por she was there ! 
Yes ! she was there !'' 



gay spring woods, 
I hold you very fair ! 
I pressed your violet-broidered ways, 
I pushed aside your tangled maze, 
I felt the sunshine's warmth of rays, — 
Ah ! happy, happy were those days, 
For she was there ! 



d by Google 



io8 fioIUge gfegnus. 

And mellow echoes breathed and fell : 
" gay spring woods, I loved you well, 
For she was there ! 
Yes ! she was there ! " 

summer woods, 
I hold yon very fair ! 
Your foliaged trees I roamed atween^ 
I laid amid your leaves of green 
My head, and thought on what had been, 
And sorely, sorely wept, I ween, — 

She was not there ! 
And mournful echoes rose and fell : 
" summer woods, I loved you well, 

When she was there ! 
When she was there ! *' 

autumn woods, 
I hold you very fair ! 
The sun had bound his golden zone 
On leaf and fern, on mossy stone ; 
Alone I came to you, alone ! 
And bitter, bitter was my moan, — 

She was not there ! 
And up the wold, in mournful swell, 
The same sad burthen rose and fell : 
" autumn woods, I loved you well. 
When she was there ! 
When she was there !" 
B. N. C, OxroRD. W. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 




^nlg n ^^xtnm. 



^NLY a dream in the night 

Of the past and its golden years, 
Chat filled my slumber with light, 
But bathed my pillow in tears. 

Only the shades returning 
Erom the land of the far unseen, 

And a sweet and a bitter yearning 
Tor the golden past that has been. 

They have vanished into the night, 
And I would they had never been near, 

For the vision of vanished delight 
Made my burden the harder to bear. 

VOL. X. K 
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And yet they had given release 
From the Present and all my pain. 

And I welcomed the moment of peace. 
As I lived in the Past again. 



A vision of vanished love 

With a strange sad holy smile ! 

An angel from Heaven above. 
That watched at my liead awhile ! 



Music around me falling 
Too sweet to belong to men, 

Tet (I know not how) recalling 
The music that charmed me then. 



Only a dream of the night ! 

But the Gods could give no more 
Than a vision of past delight 

Erom the shades on the further shore. 



I could laugh at my present tears, 
At the toil and the heat of to-day, 

As I stood in the golden years 
With the roses in bloom on my way. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



0nlg a 9»am. 

A fool and a dreamer of dreams 
Men may call me in cynical pride ; 

But the world in its dreariness seems 
To hold nothing worth loving beside. 



And the shadow of bygone days 

Is worth more than the Present can give — 
Withered laurels, contemptuous praise, 

And the struggle to be and to live. 



May the Gods give me one gift more. 
In their mercy to hearts that break : — 

To slay me while sleeping, before 
The cold-hearted morning awake. 



H. P. H. 
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IgE will lire our life in rest, 
Both of us together ; 
!^othing shall onr peace molest, 
"Wind nor stormy weather. 




jOve, while happy summers last, 
Makes the sunshine brighter ; 

^hen dull skies are overcast, 
Makes the storm-cloud lighter, 

^e will love through joy and woe, 
Trusting, doubting never ; 

Lll things else may come or go. 
Love is with us ever. 



Coll., Oxford. 



H. HoRTON Jordan. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



'M.kixitxB. 



STOOD within a garden fair, 
Eose-tinted with the evening light. 
With flowers breathing round me. 
I stood alone and dreaming there 
Of all that makes our life so bright, 

The spells of fieaicy bound me. 



I saw each flower-bloom unfold, 
And from the star-lit depths of each 

A spirit form uncover : 
Some silver-pale, some bright as gold 
And spangled as the jewelled beach 

That Eastern seas sweep over. 
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And first of all the fairy band. 
The Lilj, Eose, and Jessamine, 

The fairest shapes of beauty — 
They stood together hand in hand, 
A Trinity, with Love for queen, 

Of Knowledge, Love, and Duty. 



The Lily robed in pomp of white, 
The creeping Jessamine pale and sweet. 

The Rose with blushes shining — 
Each with a crown of dewdrops bright. 
Gemmed with their own true emblems meet. 

Their tresses intertwining. 

Te lovely forms of perfect grace ! 
When all are good who can be best ? 

When all are £ur who fairest ? 
Oh ! let me ever see each face. 
In its own matchless beauty drest, — 

Of all rare joys the rarest. 



Mbta. 
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;AIE-THRONED, Zeus-bom, deathless Aphrodite, 
Weaver of wiles, hear thy suppliant's prayer. 
Spare me, spare me, gracious Queen and mighty, 
Sorrow and care ! 



Nay, if before, yet now, to me the rather 

Haste ! as when, hearing from afar my cry, 
Thou from the golden palace of thy Father 

Sped'st through the sky. 

Toked stood thy car, and lorely sparrows drew thee 

O'er the dark earth as swift as they were fair, 
fluttering ceaseless swept their pinions through the 
Echoing air. 
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Swiftly they came : you smiling, most blessJd ! 

Smiling with eyes immortal, question made — 
Why had I called thee ? by what grief oppressed 
Sought I thine aid? 



What was my soul's deep longing ? what the prayer 

Breathed forth so wildly ? " Whom shall Peitho move 
" Deaf to thy pleading, Sappho ? What betrayer 
•* Mocks thy fond love ? 

" Flieth he now ? ere long shall he pursue thee. 

" Scorns he thy gifts ? yet shall he give in turn. 
" Him that now slights thee, forced in turn to woo thee, 
" Soon shalt thou spurn.*' 

Hasten, hasten hither, then ! and send me 

Eespite from bitter sorrows ! all my will 
Grant me ! in trouble let thine aid defend me ! 
Be with me still ! 
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FAVOURED of Nature, bright child of the Ocean, 

Laved by the many-hued wavelets ; at rest, 
"^ Sweetly reposing and rocked by the motion. 
The ebb and the flow of the breast, 
The heaving bosom of water, 
Swaying and dimpling and gleaming, 
Like to a mother who smiles on her daughter, 
In her arms calmly dreaming ! 



Genial thy climate, thy meadowlands beaming — 
Like an oasis engirt by the moor — 

Clothed with verdure, with harvests all teeming, 
Home of the sickly and Bread of the poor ! 



ExBTBB Coll., Oxfobd. 
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C. A. W. 

L 
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) words, that fall as gently on the ear 
.8 summer showers on the parched leaves : — 
d words of love, to maiden hearts as dear 
s of comfort to a soul that grieves. 

t as moonlight shadows on the snow, 
eams mirrored in a silent stream : 
set as echoes of long time ago 
•emembered whispers of a dream. 

itle as the murmuring of a rill, 
ihing as the distant song of birds : — 
'. give thee, but remember still, 
their sweetness, they are only words. 



Oxford. 



G. B. R. 
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iBE dark night her cold wind frees, 

Sweetly wafts a gentler breeze 
Softer whispers through the trees, 
At stilly eve. 



Sweeter than the roundelay 
Of the birds at break of day, 
Sounds the nightingale's sad lay. 
At stilly eve. 

Sweeter peal the village bells, 
When afar their chorus swells, 
Echoing the day's farewells. 

At stilly eve. 
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Sweeter too the thoughts that twine 
^arts and hands, to baild a shrine 
orthy for thee, Love divine, 

At stilly eve. 

reeter memories of home, 
erished still where'erwe roam, 
the lonely twilight come, 

At stilly eve. 

LLBOB, OXFOBD. W. J. 5r 
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SHE is weaving a net for me, 

And its meshes are strong and fair : 
"*They are knit from a lash of her laughing eye, 
And a tress of her silken hair. 
But why should I care for these ? 
They are woven in vain for me, 
For my heart is as light as the summer hreeze, 
And as cold as the winter sea. 



She is weaving a net for me, 

With the charm of a plaintive song, 
And the charm is there, when the tones have died, 

But it never shall hold me long : 
For why should such accents move? 

And what are her tones to me ? 
Though her voice he as sweet as a whisper of love, 

I know that my heart is free. 

VOL. X. M 
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She is weaving a net for me, 

And they say it must bind me for ever, 
And the thread of my life is entwined there^ 

That nothing but dbath can sever. 
Oh, it cannot be that I love ! — 

Yet her smile is as dear to me 
As the woodland air to a cag^d dove, 

Or the golden sun to a bee. 

She is weaving a net for me ; 

But I cling to its meshes now, 
With the fondest love that my bosom knows, 

And the faith of a sacred vow. 
Oh, away with the empty sound ! 

Let Freedom perish for me, — 
It is life and love to be captive bound, — 

It would be death to be free ! 

ExETEB Coll., Oxford. 6. B. K. 
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(BY THE AUTHOR OF ••GONE HOME ON NEW 
YEAR'S EVE.") 




^^ ^ISi^KISOT ring the bells to-night, lad ! — the last night 
of the year, — 
Because my arms are not so strong or so brawny 
as they were ? 
Becanse I totter and tremble, and my hair is all so white ? 
' Dying ? I know not — ^I care not —1*11 ring the bells to- 
night ! 



'* But bring me the lanthorn, lad, and come, 'tis time we 

were there ; 
The hours are creeping slowly along, cowled with the 

thick night air, 
And the gray old tower stands up from the churchyard 

deep in snow, 
And the bare bleak lindens whisper a dirge for the dead 

below. 

VOL. Z. M 2 
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" Hark ! through the belfry bars the wind of the winter 

time 
Seems colder and louder moaning, the higher our footsteps 

climb, 
Colder and louder we hear it down yon hill-top's shadowy 

brow — 
Colder and louder— ^-God knows, it all seems colder now ! 



" Set down the lanthom, lad, and put your hands to the 

ropes ; 
We must ring the old year out, the joys, and the fears, and 

hopes, 
The ruined hopes and the granted, the toil and the care 

and sin ; 
The volume will soon be closed — and the new year coming 

in. 



" Why it seems but the other day, that I heard these same 

bells ring. 
In a dear dead year, when my life, lad, was fresh and in 

its spring, 
When 1 held my own in the village, not unknown then — 

long ago— 
And a dear face shone that sleepeth now soft where the 

daisies grow. 
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" I'm hard and rough to love, too rough and hard you'll 

say, 
But I think, did she live, there is one, lad, who'd haply 

tell you * Nay !' 
And she'd tell of a fair sweet time, of a dream spun with 

golden thread, 
Ah Qtodl that 'twas all so short, so short! ah God! that 

the days are dead ! 



**A sweet short dream, when we wandered hy flowery 

eroft and lea. 
Dim woods, and tangled pathways, and low shores of gray 

cold sea, 
God's meadows of green beneath us, God's meadows of blue 

above, 
And our only one companion, lad, was a little elf called 

Love. 



" And he led us to pleasant places, where we saw the 

shadows pass 
O'er the pink white apple blossoms starring the long lush 

grass ; 
Her deep eyes looked in mine, her hair fell down on her 

blue- veined breast — 
Arm on soft arm enfolded, and cheek to warm cheek 

prest. 
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^'But the land was all too bright, lad, the day too fedr to 

last; 
Por the sky grew gloomy with rain-clouds, and wearily 

rose the blast ; 
The dream was too sweet, and they snapt it, they tore my 

darling from me, 
And I cursed them then for parting us — Hell knows it, 

how bitterly ! 



^* Hell knew it, and took the curses, and cherished them 

kindly too. 
For I cursed the God that dwells on high beyond the 

Toiceless blue ; 
That was then, not now ; and my anger I trampled it out 

amain. 
And in praying 'twas for her happiness, I loved them all 

again. 



"Ah! lad, 'twas hard to leave her — so hard — may you 

never know 
The maddening agony we felt, when [we parted long 

ago; 
And hard to hear were the words they said, though for 

comfort they were meant ; 
A little my heart rebelled — as away alone I went. 
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" * All for the best we parted/ — great God ! was it all for 

the best ? 
'lis easy enough to say it, lad, when your own heart is at 

rest, — 
To say, when safe in haven your own bark at anchor 

lies, 
* 'Tifl all for the best ' that your neighbour's drifts a wreck 

'neath windy skies. 



" Parted, I thought, for ever, as I leant o'er the vessers 
side, 

And the bright beach faded behind us, borne down by the 
ebbing tide ; 

Or only come home to find her dead and gone with no fare- 
well breath, 

Or haply severed from me by a wider gulf than death. 



''80 northward we sailed^ - still northward; the billows 

roared and roEed, 
And I longed for the blue vast icebergs, and the kingdoms 

of snow and cold, 
For the freezing waste of whiteness, unmarked by track 

of men, 
Or some traitorous reef to wreck us, — the devil was in me 

then. 
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^* And he was the god I drank to, and in deep enps pledged 
his name. 

And fiercely the red wine sparkled, and kindled my hlood 
aflame: 

' Death ! death !' I madly shouted, — ^but he came not to 
my call; 

Galled and uncalled he cometh to the cottage or palace- 
hall. 



'^ And many a year I crossed, lad, the waves through storm 
and shine ; 

Heard the whistling storms, or summer sighs, come laden 
fresh with brine ; 

Strange lands I saw, strange people ; till our Yessel one 
autumn day, — 

Six-and-twenty [years ago, lad, — put into your village- 
bay. 

" None knew the stooping shoulders — none knew the sun- 
burnt brow. 

The home I once held in their hearts, lad, 'twas all for- 
gotten now. 

No, lad, I wasn't sorry, — 'twould have troubled my dar- 
ling, I ween, 

To know that I still was yearning, sick at heart, for what 
might have been. 



I 
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"Not Sony they didn't know me, — ^they, nor the sexton 

grim,— 
A rough old man, who hired me to ring the hells for 

him. 
' Marriage and death, you must ring,' said he, ' for the 

living as well as the dead.' 
' Marriage ? death is a merrier tune I hut hread must he 

earned,* I said. 



" So each Sunday I chimed the hells; and saw, through the 
belfiy bars, 

Down yonder the linden- shadows darkening the daisy- 
stars; 

I saw the men and matrons and the maidens sweep 
along,— 

And — ^there, as of old, I saw her, lad, my darling amid 
the throng. 



"Speak? why not speak to her, lad? 'twas all too late, 

too late, — 
I was fallen — ^maybe driven — I know not — ^gone from my 

true estate : 
My hands were hard with labour now, that were born for 

ease and rest, — 
All for the best we parted ! great God ! was it all for the 
b? 
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'*Too late, yes 'twas all too late! onoe only I saw her 

again, 
"When the rammer roses held red lips to the soft cool silver 

rain; 
A manly form at her side, lad, a goodly pair to see, 
And blithe we rang their wedding-bells, — ^but my heart 

rang heavily. 



« Once again after two long years, — he had taken her tax 

away, — 
She came to the green fresh churchyard one mom in the 

heart of May, — 
Came, where of old the lindens had drooped on her glossy 

head, — 
Came, but her lips were mute now ! dead, lad, my darling 

was dead ! 



'* Then not ring the bells to-night ! the last night of the 

year? 
Because my arms are not so strong and so brawny as they 

were ? 
Not ring the bells, when I know, lad, each weary month 

that dies 
Brings me nearer the hour when I lay me, lad, low where 

my darling lies ? 
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" There— lad, the old year's dead ! o'er tlie snow the cold 

winds sing 
His dirge through the creaking branches, — 'tis the last 

year's knell I shall ring. 
Let me Ke, when I'm gone, 'neath the lindens, where we 

stood in the long-ago, 
When a dear face shone that sleepeth, lad, soft where the 
1 grow." 



B,N.C., Oxford. 



W. 
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BOY climbed the first up the rampart wall, 
To be shot the first by a random ball : 
A swimmer strained out at a nearing plank/ 
But it floated past and he shrieking sank : 
A poet's soul sang in so sweet a tone, 
Death heard the singer, and made him his own. 



Through the heart of the boy the bullet sped, 
And struck a widow who knelt at her bed : 
The last cry for help from the watery grave 
Brought a fair form low, for she could not save : 
The sweet singer's song reached a young girl's breast, 
And her soft spirit joined the singer in rest. 



ExBTBB Coll., Ozfobd. 



F. G. W. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



'^M'mxtb Wdokm. 




LISTENING for a voice I may not hear, 
Hungering for a face I may not see, 
Evermore ! 
Still thi^ boundless landscape drear, 
Still this sullen-moaning sea, 
Breaking on the shore ! 



Fingers, that idly clutch, — alone ! — 
Eyes, that through the mist of tears 

Vainly search and cannot find : 
Ears, that are aye attent to catch the tone 
That once they heard in former years ; 

Banished from all, save mind. 
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Eyes, widowed of twin answering orbs, whence erst 
Beamed the responsive flash of kindred thought : 

Widowed of all : 
The languor-breathing softness of those eyes, which first 
Taught my dull sense to wander, Pancy-taught, 

'A short-lived bliss to seek : 
The brown-tinged halo of that glossy hair, 
The delicate curvature of laughing cheek, 
The pale, proud lustre, as though fed on air: 

Gone without recall ! 
No more may Fancy sip 
The full ripe bloom of bashful-snuling lip. 



"What is there now ? a void, 
A dull, dark blank, a meaningless eclipse, 
Life without living, motion heart-devoid, 
Dim, soulless eyes, and trance-enthralled lips. 

Ah me ! how long ? 
Still my weary, weary song. 

Evermore ! 
Still this boundless landscape drear, 
Still this sullen-moaning mere, 

Still this hollow-sounding shore. 

Univbhsitt Coll., Oxford. W. L. Ct 
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^WAS when the histy reapers 

Were toiling in the com, 
'The golden harvest reaping, 
All day from early mom ; 
We stroEed beneath the lindens, 

In fitful light and shade, 
Whose flowery branches tribute 
To bees in nectar paid. 



And in the zephyr^s whisper, 

The reapers' distant song, 
In mellowed cadence floating 

From sunny fields along, 
There seemed some tender magic, 

Some subtle soothing spell, 
Which with a soft enthralment 

O'er both our spirits fell. 
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In loving mood seemed Nature, 

On this soft summer day ; 
The brook which down the hollow 

Ban laughing on its way, 
Embraced each shining pebble 

Which lay amid its bed ; 
The linden leaves were kissing 

Each other overhead. 

I heard the zephyr's whisper, 

But I knew a softer sigh ; 
I knew a bluer heaven 

Than in the bright blue sky ; 
I knew a loved form fairer 

Than aught on earth beside ; 
I turned, I then drew to me 

My dearest one, my pride. 

No words of soft persuasion 

Did I to win her dare. 
But in her frank eyes gazing, 

I read my answer there. 
I drew her closer to me, 

And looked upon her face. 
And quenched my eager longing 

In one passionate embrace. 

Wadham Coll., Oxfobd. Kusticub. 
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lUT spake the rich old peasant : — 
" Thou art my only child, 

^And thou shalt choose for husband 
Whoever thy heart has wiled. 



" Only that shepherd boy, 
Him from thy memory driye $ 

He shall never be thine 
So long as I am alive.'' 

The maiden wept in silence, 
StiU sighing BorrowfuUy : 

"Thou hast won my heart, 
True shall I ever be." 



vot. X. 
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By past Annie's bonae. 

In the eariy soft spring-mom. 

The shepherd boy went np. 
At the sonnd of the peasant-bom. 



And ont came Annie walking. 
To meet him from a£Eur, 

Bashful, as at the sunrise 
The tender morning-star. 



And ** Welcome,'' said she, " dearest," 
With trembling yoioe and low : 

" I mnst abide in the valley, 
And thon to the high Alps go. 



" I,— oh ! words mock my grief, — 
Enough — ^we two must part : 

God's arm be ever round thee ! 
Farewell, thou faithfol heart l" 



They clasped their hands and kissed. 

Clinging passionately ; 
Gazed on each other, and wept. 

And wept right bitterly. 
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From his hat he took a rosebud, 

'Twas fresh with early dew : — 
" Farewell, farewell, dear Annie ! 

FareweU, and bide thou true. 

^' And when the rose is blown, 

Dear Annie, think of me : 
Farewell, farewell for ever ! 

For m be true to thee/' 

And so to the high high Alps, 

Up went the shepherd-boy ; 
And she abode in the valley, 

And found nor rest nor joy. 

The little heart grew sadder 

With grief from day to day, 
The pale sweet cheek grew paler, 

Till sick in bed she lay. 

And once in the early twilight, 

As the mom was blushing red 
In the East, the rose was blown, — 

Beautiful Annie was dead. 

Balliol Coll., Oxford, 0. 
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HRICE she stood before the glass, 
Thrice she smoothed her golden hair, 
Wishing herself thrice as fair 
As she was. 



Thrice she measured out the room, 
Thrice sat down in double doubt, 
And she circled thrice about 
In her gloom. 

Thrice she plucked a dying rose, 
Thrice she languished on its leaves, 
Thrice her anguished breast with heaves 
Did expose. 
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In her thick thrice -scented hair 
Thrice she twined the lily flowers, 
Thrice she heard the dreamj hours 
On the air. 

Thrice she lingered o'er a name. 
Thrice she fingered her fair lips, 
Thrice she suffered red edipse. 
As of shame. 

Thrice with tottering feet she stept^ 
Thrice her trembling hands untied 
The thrice-woven wreath of pride, — 
And she wept. 



TsisTBAM Gat. 
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Some of the most inland tribes of Egypt adhere, or till very lately 
adhered, to the worship of animals, which they have practised from 
some time before the date of Herodotus' travels. The following is a 
dialogue between an animal held particularly sacred by them, and its 
worshippers. This is the first time it has been translated in full ; a 
very condensed edition or analysis of it, however, has been for many 
years so familiar among us as to have become incorporated into our 
nursery songs. 




THOU to whom by holy Nile thy pale-eyed 

votaries pray, 
Where hast thou from thy worshippers hid thy 
dread self away ? 
Thy sacred form is soiled and rent, all haggard is thy mien; 
Say, thou for whom Buhastis mourns, whither hast thou 
been?'*' 



* " Pussy cat, pussy cat, 
Where have you been ?'* 
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" Hail, ye who rightly worship me, lo ! I, your God, will 

fihew 
The cause of this my ahsence, and my haggard looks of woe. 
Far, far from Nilas' hidden springs, heyond the dark hlue 

main 
There lies an isle of plenty, rich in fields of golden grain, 
England 'tis called, and there doth reign a great and mighty 

dame — 
Doth reign in a mighty city, and London is its name. 
Thence came there forth unholy men to this our holy shore, 
They came the secret springs of Father Nilus to explore ; 
Nought seemed to check their impious will, so I, your God, 

arose, 
Burning with wrath to strive against our holy country's foes* 
Yea, I your God arose, and went in suppliant's humble guise 
Until I reached that hardy land of ever-weeping skies."^ 

** For this thy fearful worshippers shall countless altars raise; 
thou our God, thy watchful care demands our ceaseless 

praise. 
But say, thou most mighty one, make answer to our 

prayer : 
How sped thy suit to stay these men ? disclose what didst 

thou there.''*' 

b «* I've been up to London, 
To look at the Queen." 

« " Puflsy cat, puBBy cat, 
What did you do there V* 
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<' Alas ! my faithful people, for my tale is one of grief, 
I reached that mighty city, and I sought that woman-chief, 
I sought to tell our sorrows, as I bowed before her throne ; 
Yea, I your God knelt low to her, as ye to me have done. 
Methought she would have mercy and restrain that godless 

crew, 
For though her power is boundless, her grace is boundless 

too. 
But 'neath her throne there crouched the beast that most 

my soul doth hate ; 
The weary way had made me faint and hunger's pangs were 

great; 
I sprang forgetful of my prayer, the accursed thing to slay, 
And lo ! it shrieked for very fright, and shrieking fled away.' 
Oh ! surely she to whom I sued must count that beast divine, 
For none can tell the buffetings, the tortures that were 

mine. 
I fled in haste, nor stayed my flight till safe on Egypt's 

shore. 
Hy tale is done — now holy Nile shall hide his source no 

more.'* 

.<* <<I frightened a little mouse, 
Under the Queen's chair." 

Wadham Coll., Oxfobd. MABonsf. 
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JLTJE above, and blue below, — 
Ocean here, and here the sky, 
''Exquisite the tint, I know : 
Blue — His the prevailing dye. 
Nature, search her through and through. 
Everywhere looks very blue ! 



Yesternight, at Lady A.'s, 

Maiden fair I sat beside, — 

Badiant beauty, matchless face ; 

Still, my favourite tint I spied, — 

Tes ! by Heaven I swear to you. 

Even she, — she turned out blue ! — 
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Talked of Euskin, Browning, Keats, 
Carlyle, Tennyson, and Mill ; 

Lauded intellectual feats, 
Quoted theories of will : 

'Tis my fate : the only hue, 

Look where'er I will, is blue ! 

Not long since the odds I took 
Heavily on Caller Ou : 

Race was over, and my look 
Then was singularly blue : 

Angels in that self-same hue, 

Gloves demanded not a few. 

As a thing of course, I went 
To Abednego the Jew, 

Asked at rational per cent.. 

Hundreds three or even two. 

When my small request he knew, 

Straight he looked profoundly blue ! 

If I suffer from dejection. 
Or to laugh if I refuse, 

Why, my friends upon inspection 
Tell me I am in the blues ! 

All I am, or say, or do. 

Wears that odious colour, — ^blue ! 
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^AT, gaudy, restless, merry sprite, 
Sole tenant of yon dusty pane ! 

'Come, on my breakfast table light. 
And hum again that glad re&ain ! 



The draughts Caraccas' nut supplies, 
Within my mimic Etna glow, — 

Descend and sip with sweet surprise 
The russet sea that froths below.* 

Toil up yon basin's sugary height. 

Where lumps on lumps upheaved arise, 

Like mountains piled by Titan might, 
To scale the mansions of the skies ! 

• •*Aiid tremble at the sea that froths below." — Pove. 
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On others, little warrior, try, 

That gold-sheathed dagger of thy sting; 
For me unclose that gem-like eye, 

And wave the rainbow of thy wing ! 



What moves thee thus, so long and loud 
To wind thy ** small but mellow horn ?" 

Say, dost thou shape a birthday ode. 
For waspish nations yet unborn ? 



Nay, fair Thalestris I fly not hence ! 

I'd fjEun thy beauties closer spy, 
Though mine be not the skill of Spence, 

Or Kirby's microscopic eye ! 



Can words thy faultless shape express. 
Which not Apelles' self had limned ? 

Thy waist more " beautifully less " 

Than her's whom classic Prior hymned ? 



Thy leg which Elsler's own might shame, — 
The tawny terror of thy tail, — 

The ebon rings that case thy frame 
In golden panoply of mail ! 
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She's on my hand I Its little space 

To her appears an ample plain ; 
Explore it, little Speke, and trace 

The windings of each azure vein ! 



In vermeil tides of billowy blood 
Unseen those mimic Niles dispart, 

Then, refluent, seek their parent flood, — 
The Red Nyanza of the heart ! 

'When thou hast tasted of my meat, 
My sugar sipped, my cocoa quaffed. 

Say, couldst thou, Parthian-like, retreat, 
And backward aim a venomed shaft ? 

Oh no ! I trust thee, playful thing ! 

I know thee gentle as a lamb ! 
Stay, there's a cobweb on thy wing :— 

The little brute ! she's stung me ! 
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fA.T, Day ! you are far too happy, they say; 
It cannot be that yon deeply wail 
Life's wants and sins, and the blinding veil 
lat shuts all truth from our eyes, they say. 



tallow must be your selfish heart, 
If you can rejoice at the world's dull thrall — 
Sleeping and sinning and dying— that's all — 
ith scarcely a wish for a higher part. 



-^en you who think and aspire, they say, 
Find only, to darken your soul's despair, 
How all that once seemed clear and fair 
unthinkable — mystery— nought, they say. 
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" To be tappy, my soul must be gross and blind, 

Since life is dark, or beyond my ken ! 

I have wept my fill for my fellow-men, 
I have felt truth fade from my groping mind. 



" But now I rejoice, and life's burden can bear; 

Do good where I can, in a world of woe ; 

Leam what I can, where I cannot know ; 
And Hope is a better guide than Despair." 

Wadham Coll., Oxford. F. D. C. 
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SF one who by his words offendsi 
By other words can make amends. 
That poor amends is thine ; 
And if the pain I caused thee, 
By greater pain can cancelled be, 
That greater pain is mine. 



If I am nothing unto thee, 
And thou hast not forgiven me, 

Just punishment I meet ; 
But if thou art indeed my friend^ 
'Tis almost pleasure to offend, 

Thy pardon is so sweet. 



Exeter Coll., Oxford. 



0. B. B. 
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^0, it was young and happy Spring, 
And o'er the disenchanted earth, 
Swift as the morning's instant birth, 
Its spirit spread a dewy wing : 
And each light Wind, that wandering 
Went homeless still and restless on, 
Mnrmnred the message — and is gone, 
Even as it gave the welcoming. 



But yesterday the Spring was here, 
Its living spirit had returned ; 
And in the sunlight laughed and burned 

The tender blossom of the year : 

"VOL. X. 
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To-daj, and it is sad and sere, 
The sunless blossom droops to death, — 
For Winter with his Trilling breath, 

Hath stmck it, like a sadden fear. 



So human life puts forth its bloom, 
And boyhood looks in proud delight. 
He sees his image in the light, — 

That light which plays about the tomb; 

For on the morrow falls a gloom. 
And those bright eyes are dim with tears. 
Oh ! that gay heart is wild with fears, 

And his delight becomes his doom. 



Candidas. 
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|HEN " lovely " spinsters, half-despairing, 
Find that their hair too soon turns gray, 
What charms, the signs of age repairing, 
"Will keep the tell-tale marks away ? 



The only art their age to cover, 

Deceive a rival spinster's eye, 
To bring an eligible lover. 

And " ring " their finger, is to — dye ! 

Pembroke Coll., Oxford. G. I* 

VOL. X. 2 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



(M 




J^i%itus. 



SHE woods decay, the woods decay and fall, 
The vapours weep their biirdeD to the ground, 

^Man comes and tills the earth and lies beneath. 
And after many a summer dies the swan. 
Me only cruel immortality 
Consumes : I wither slowly in thine arms. 
Here at the quiet limit of the world, 
A white-haired shadow roaming like a dream, 
The ever silent spaces of the East, 
Ear-folded mists, and gleaming halls of mom. 

Alas ! for this gray shadow, once a man, — 
So glorious in his beauty and thy choice, 
Who madest him thy chosen, that he seemed 
To his great heart none other than a God ! 
I asked thee, * Give me immortality.' 
Then didst thou grant mine asking with a smile. 
Like wealthy men that care not how they give. 
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"vwyoco icvjKrjBfioQ afi/ipcroto 
ap ovwor e/xpaif/ei ica|9a;' 

^ILYARUM marcent et decutiiintur bonores ; 
Imbribus immoritur nubes ; quam vivus aravit 
Occupat agrestis tellarem mortuns ; sestas 
Ultima yivacis morti concedit oloris. 
Me Isedit spatitim porrecti inamabile ssecli, 
Me solum : qui, Diva, tuo consumptus amore 
Hie Bomni similis tranquillo in limite mundi 
Cana yiri species Orientis limina lustro, 
Purpureas nubes, vacuamque Hyperionis aulam. 

Hei mibi ! qualis eram, qui nunc cava paler imago — 
Qualis eram ! quem tu, dea, dignabare cubili — 
Usque adeo mibi forma fuit ! Deus ipse videbar, 
Audebamque amens divinam exposcere vitam, 
Taque dabas ridens— inopi ceu dives amico 
Eximit e multo donatque nee imputat auro. 
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But thy stroDg Kours indignant worked their wills 

And beat me down and marred and wasted me, 

And, tho' they could not end me, left me maim'd 

To dwell in presence of immortal youth, 

Immortal age beside immortal youth. 

And all I was, in ashes. Can thy love. 

Thy beauty, make amends, tho' even now. 

Close over us, the silver star, thy guide, 

Shines in those tremulous eyes that fill with tears 

To hear me ? Let me go : take back thy gift : 

Why should a man desire in any way 

To vary from the kindly race of men, 

Or pass beyond the goal of ordinance, 

Where all should pause, as is most meet for all ? 



A soft air fans the cloud apart ; there comes 
A glimpse of that dark world where I was bom. 
Once more the old mysterious glimmer steals 
Prom thy pure brows and from thy shoulders pure 
And bosom beating with a heart renewed. 
Thy cheek begins to redden thro* the gloom, 
Thy sweet eyes brighten slowly close to mine, 
Ere yet they blind the stars, and the wild team 
Which love thee, yearning for thy yoke, arise 
And shake the darkness from their loosen'd manes. 
And beat the twilight into flakes of fire. 
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Ast indignantes iris ultricibuB Horse 

Torserunt viresque meas minuere terendo, 

Qunmque mibi mortis nequiere impendere finem, 

Sternum aetemsB senium junxere juventsB, 

Me, cinerem ^tqne umbram, parili non foddere, divsB. 

Amie, quod amisi, formaque et amore rependes, 

Diva, tuo ? quamyis argento purius astrum, 

Quo duce concitas agitabis mane quadrigas. 

In diis oculis tremulum micat, uvida flamma, 

Te captante meam, te deplorante querellam. 

Oto, des abitum ; dono mihi parce retracto : 

Cur hominum sorti sortem variare benignsB, 

Aut yellem lidtos vivendo vincere fines, 

Quo paussB potLmur, Nature muneris, omnes ? 

Elamine dissiluit leni circumdata nubes; 
Eque mnbris iterum regio raresdt opaca, 
Olaustraque terrai, nostraB incunabula vitffi : 
Geu prius, elucet tenebris divinior aura 
•Yirginesd frontis, manifestaque vivida coUa, 
Et non mortaU spirantia pectora coide ; 
Jamque genas dias e nocte rubescere cemo, 
Et propius dulces oculos accrescere ab umbra, 
Astra polo qui mox extincta luce fugabunt^ 
Tuque ciebis equos ; quorum jam gestit amore 
Quisque tuo, donee curru jungatur herili, 
Atque jub^ rapidus resoluta dissipet umbram, 
Et spai^t rutilas per tarda crepuscula flammas. 
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Lo ! ever thus thou growest beautiful 
In silence, then before thine answer given 
Departest, and thy tears are on mj cheek. 

Why wilt thou ever scare me with thy tears, 
And make me tremble lest a saying learnt 
In days far off, on that dark earth, be true ? 
' The Gods themselves cannot recall their gifts.* 

Ay me I ay me ! with what another heart 
Used I to watch — ^if I be he that watched — 
The lucid outline forming round thee ; saw 
The dim curls kindle into sunny rings ; 
Chang' d with thy mystic change, and felt my blood 
Glow with the glow that slowly Ijrimson'd all 
Thy presence and thy portals, while I lay, 
Mouth, forehead, eyelids, growing dewy- warm 
With kisses balmier than half-opening buds 
Of April, and could hear the lips that kiss'd 
Whispering I knew not what of wild and sweet, 
Like that strange song I heard Apollo sing, 
While Ilion like a mist rose into towers. 

Yet hold me not for ever in thine East, 
How can my nature longer mix with thine ? 
Coldly thy rosy shadows bathe me, cold 
Are all thy lights, and cold mj wrinkled feet 
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Sic mihi, sic semper caligine muta propinqnas, 
Muta fagis, nee vis mihi respondere, sed ora 
Effiigiens lacrimis humectas SBgra querentis. 
Quid toties fletu terres ? an verius olim 
Hoc hominum terns fatale audivimus omen ? 
'^Dant Superi semel, et manet irrevocabile donum." 



Siccine snffusis oculis et maestus et excors 
Adventum specnlabar, amans oppertus amantem — 
8i de me memini — ^nebolis divina refusis 
Quum proprior visa est vultus accrescere imago, 
Et tenero ferri Incentes igne capiUi, 
Teqne adventantem sensi, penitusque mednllis 
Mutatus vegetas percepi gliscere flammas^ 
Quae minio portas, domina veniente, colorant : 
Captavique oculis labrisque et &onte supina 
Oscnla— non vemi sic fragrat gemma roseti — 
Blanditiasque hansi vocis teneramque loquelam, 
Nescio qua prsBter solitum dulcedine miram — 
Talis Apollinei cantos vox — ^Ilion unde 
Snrrexit sensim, ceu nnbibus addita forma. 



Ke tamen in daustris aulaque moreris Eod 
He jam non forma affinem, non indole, cobIo ; 
UmbraB mi frigent roseae, lux friget aprica, 
Frigent rugosae sublnstri in limine plantae. 
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TJpon thy glimmering thresholds, when the steam 
Floats up &om those dim fields ahout the homes 
Of happy men that have the power to die. 
And grassy harrows of the happi^r dead. 
Please me and restore me to the ground; 
Thou seest all things, thon wilt see my grave : 
Thou wilt renew thy heauty mom hy mom ; 
I earth in earth forget thy empty courts, 
And thee returning on thy silver wheels." 



TXNNTBOK. 
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Quam vapor e longis hominum subvolvitur arvis — 
Felices ! quels Eata dabunt decedere morti I 
Et tonmlis, ubi sorte quies felicior omni 
Dudum compostos tranquillae subdidit herbse. 
Bedde meis, oro, me terris-r-mitte tenere — 
Tu tmnulum, semper formam renovata, vidobis, 
Omnia nempe vides; ego mixtus pulvere pulvis 
Parta pace fruar, vacuae tandem immemor aulee ; 
Argenteisque rotis non mexemente recurres." 

Nbw Coll., Ozpobd. S. 
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'J^oxntt. ^bt iii. 26. 

" Vixi puellis nuper idoneus." 

^^ILL now I lived a comely swain, 
A match for many a maiden fair, 
Eight glorious in the fray : 
But now my arms, my lyre, again 
Are high uphung, now peaceful there, 
Where Yenus, child of spray, 
With fane of goodly omen overlooks the stormy main. 

Uphang ye here your torches bright, 
Your clubs lay down, unstring your bows. 

That threaten hindering doors : 
Goddess, royally bedight, 
That Memphis rul'st, where Thracian snows 
Ne'er fall in wintry showers, 
And wealthy Cyprus * lift thy rod, proud Chloe smite 
amain. 

B.N.C., OxFOBi>. A. C. E. 
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HE 'floods are out, the trees are bare, 

The dank mist hangs o'er all the drowned fields : 
There is a wild sad sobbing in the air, 
As when a strong man yields. 

The heavens are dark, the waters drear 

Beflect no radiance of the evening star ; 
The earth is stricken silent in her fear, 
No voice is near or far. 

But on the bridge, hard by the mill, 

A woman's form stands out against the cloud 
Of vapour, grey and chill — ah, deadly^chill ! 
Till night shall her enshroud. 

There on the right the ruin stands, 

Its shape half hidden in the waning light, 
All desolate above the flooded lands. 
Fast fading from her sight. 
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" How long, Lord, how long?" — ^the cry 

Broke the sad silence with far sadder sound. 
'* Not yet, not yet, God, dost thou reply 
Though blood cry from the ground !" 



Silent again she turns away, 

As a wild gust of wind swept o'er the sky'; 
Through the rent clond there gleamed a silver ray> 
As answer to her sigh. 



She seeks the walls of that dear place 

She chose when left she for her Master all 
Her beauty's virgin pride, her noble race, 
Without the abbey wall. 



Kot now with psalms those cloisters rung, 

The tyrant king had robbed the house of God ; 
And she, the last of those who once had sung^ 
Had bowed beneath the rod. 



All desolate the chapel stood — 

In truth the swallow there had found a nestj 
" Even Thine altar'*— but the Holy Rood 
Eemained of all the rest. 
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Slie entered, and a de«p-drawn Bigh 

Rose from her bosom, for the sacred place 
"Was filled with oxen, who with patient eye 
Gazed on the nun's sad facb. 



Down on the steps that marked the shrine 
"Where once the altar stood, she flung her down ; 
' Fr6m the east window shone a ray divine, 
That girt her like a crown. 

'Twas said at Godstow, all that night. 

Compline and Lauds were heard again, as when 
The nuns still held their abbey. "When the light 
Shone on the eyes of men, 

A cow-herd entered, and he saw 

A woman cold and dead ! a gentle smile 
Dwelt on her lips; and, struck with sudden awe, 
He stood there for a while, 

Then went and told it, and they came 

And buried her within the holy ground ; 
And e'en the desecrator, moved to shame. 
Sought pardon till he found. 

St. Alban Hall, Oxford. J. £. G* 
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10 W cold the darkness of the silent tomb^ 
That beckons weary mortals to repose ! 
Where year-bent branches throw a shroudiDg 
gloom, 
And verdure shaded from the sunlight grows : 



Where trickling falls the cloudy autumn's rain, 

Like tears still dropping for the once mourned dead } 

Where no unholy sounds admittance gain, 

And seldom, but to weep, man's footsteps tread. 

How warm the flowing of a woman's heart, 
That knows in life no other power than love I 

Such love that for it she from life will part. 
Such love as fear of death can never move. 
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Such was Alcest^'s love, who in the grave 
Saw not the fears that men and women see ; 

For she, by losing hers, a life could save. 
Seeing in that love's best felicity. 



Where are the hearts that once could love like this ? 

Do they still throb with blood of English birth? 
Or lives there yet a life, to whom 'twere bliss 

To love to lay its beauty in the earth ? 



When o'er her lord grim Death with terror stood, 
To claim a life held by Alcestd dear, 

Then laid she Jier fcdl-ripened motherhood 
A willing victim on another's bier. 



" For father, wife, or mother," Death had said, 
" Thy life, Admetus, shall be free for years ;" 

l^ot father or mother die in their son's stead, 
Alone for him his bosom's wife appears. 



Too cold the tomb for hearts that are so warm ! 

Death is too cold to hold them in his grasp ! 
Alcides from the grave with strength of arm 

Brings her again her lord in love to clasp. 

VOL. X. p 
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Oh ! sweeter far that hour of love restored, 
Than first love's first sweet tale — so quickly told ! 

The victim heart returned to her lord, 
His heart now warmed again, that slept so cold. 



Those were the days that men call harharous now ; 

By this Admetus' fault excused in part : 
Yet warm as now, and warmer oft, I trow, 

That thing so often cold, — a human heart! 

NoN AscBiPT. J. B. T. 
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AN loves at once what fair he sees ; 

The slightest toy his love may sever : 
^ While woman loves hy slow degrees ; 
But when she loves, she loves for ever. 

Exeter Coll., Oxpokd. W. P. L. 





c^r^XS^iSS^^^'v^^ 



''Tardius affirmat nunquam re intrdsse Sacellum 
Lentulas, et rectd. Quomodo ? Semper abest." 



HEN Sloman swore he ne'er came late, 
A secret donht there lurked ; 

But who can dishelieve the tale, 
When told he always shirked r 



C. V. G. 
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^E is gone on the mountain, 

He is lost to the forest, 
'Like a summer-dried fountain, 
When our need was the sorest. 
The font, reappearing, 

From the rain-drops shall horrow. 
But to us comes no cheering. 

To Duncan no morrow ! 
The hand of the reaper 

Takes the ears that are hoary, 
But the voice of the weeper 

Wails manhood in glory. 
The autumn winds rushing 

Waft the leaves that are serest, 
But our flower was in flushing. 

When blighting was nearest. 
Fleet foot on the correi. 

Sage counsel in cumber. 
Bed hand in the foray. 

How sound is thy slumber ! 
Like the dew on the mountain, 

Like the foam on the river, 
Like the bubble on the fountain. 

Thou art gone, and for ever ! 

Scott.— (" The Lady of the Lake.*') 
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^ULUS abest silyis, absistit de montibus Anlus, 

Eiyns at sestivis, quum sitis urget, agris : 
'^Fiet ab imbre redox rivus ; te, gaudia nostra, 
Te referet nuUns crastinas, Aule, dies ! 
Abripit incanas falcatns messor aristas ; 

Abreptnm querimur nos juvenile decus : 
Decntit Auctumnas BoresB yiolentia frondes, 

Decntiebatur noster Aprilis honos. 
Gui spelsea pedem norant, discrimina mentem, 

Dextram bella rubram, quam sopor alius habet I 
Roravit clivus, scatuit fons, bulliit amnis ; 
Nos — et in setemum — ^lusimus ; Aulus abest ! 



Coll. Coef, Cbristi, Cantabbigije. 



S.A. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 





^^ 


-ilz-^K^S^:^^^ 


^s^s^ 



Jrubmnl n. 27. 



**E caelo descendit, TtS^t nmtfrJv." 



*f p^^l^/LK decet annosos semper contendere nervos ; 
Est quum grata queat nos recreare quies." • 
^Hoc dedit e cauta dictum memorabile mente, 
Nescio qui quondam, Plebe probante, Pater. 
Sextus adest amnis ; sacra sedet ille Senatu, 
Nee minus est rebus deditus ecce ! novis. 
Heus ! docte Cato, tua quo sapientia fugit ? 
Quid tibi vis dicti non memor ipse tui ? 



Coll. Cobp. Chbisti, Cantabbioi^. 



S.A. 



♦ i,q, "Rest, andbe thankful."— Vide The Timesy Sept. 28, 1863. 
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^^KET tell me thou art changed to me, 
I camiot think it so ; — 
I only see thee as thou wert, 
Ah me ! so long ago I 




The merry laugh upon thy cheek, 
The sunlight on thy hair : — 

Ah ! very bright and ftdl of joy 
Those hours of childhood were ! 

The swallow ever flies away 
When summer's smiles are fled ; 

She will not stay to see the land 
She loved so well lie dead : 

When wintry winds are whistling in 

The faded forest trees, 
Back to the sunny southern lands. 

From whence she came, she flees ! 
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My thoughts, like her, no resting-place 
In these dark days can find; 

The world aronnd is pitiless 
And thou hast been nnkind : 



Like her my thoughts, by memory led. 

The memory of past joy, 
Fly back to that sweet summer time 

When thou wert still a boy ! 

The day you first returned from school, — 

How glad our greetings were ! — 
I only see thee now, as then, 

On the doorstep standing there. 

They tell me thou art not the same, 

Dead is thy loye for me : — 
I only see the6 standing there 

With the sunlight over thee ! 

Thy hands are stained with sin; yet stay,- 

Let my eyes look their fill; 
I only know thou art my son. 

And I thy mother still ! 

Tbinitt Coll., Ozfobd. N. N. 
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THE BLOSSOM OF THE FLYINQ TERMS. 



itxa anir ^lanirer* 



(AFTER THE GREEK OP MUS^US.) 



The following does not profess to be a literal translation, 
though for the most part the original is followed word for word. 
It ia an attempt to reproduce to English readers the effect of the 
Crreek poem. 

^T song is of two lovers, who were bom 
Severed by the resounding Hellespont, 

►^ And the brave arms, that bridged that raging gulf, 
And blent two lovely hearts in secret bliss. 
I hear the short sharp plash of buffeting waves, 
Where the stout swimmer breasts the boiling seas : 

VOL. XI. B 
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I see the starlike gleam of that far torch, 

Whose fatal radiance was so strangely linked 

To his young life, that one blast quenched them both. 

There stand two cities, close upon the sea, 
Over against each other, Sestos in 
The Grecian land, Abydos on the coast 
Of Asia. But Love bent his mighty bow, 
And sent one shaft to both ; one deadly shaft 
Kindled two fair young hearts to mutual flame, — 
Leander's, noblest of Abydos' youth, 
And thine, sweet Hero, Sestos' stainless maid. 
They were the twin stars of their cities twain, 
And kindred beauty dwelt on each bright face. 
Stranger, if ever thou shouldst wander there. 
Seek thou the tower where hapless Hero stood, 
And waved the torch that led her lover on ; 
And seek thou old Abydos' echoing firth. 
Still mournful-moaning for Leander dead. 

Hero the beautiful, in whose high veins 
Ean blood o' the gods, was priestess in the shrine 
Of Yenus ; in a lonely tower she dwelt. 
On the seashore, far from her parents' home, 
Like Venus' self in queenly loveliness. 
She, in her pure and maiden modesty. 
Mixed never with the throng of laughing girls, 
Nor in the graceful mazes of the dance, 
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Shmming their envious spite : for well she knew 
How beauty fares in women's tender hands. 
But evermore she prayed her goddess-queen, 
And. many an offering sacrificed to Love : 
Yet not so 'scaped she the fire-breathing shafts. 

For now the sacred festival approached, 
To Yenus and Adonis yearly held 
In Sestos, and the crowds came flocking in, 
From far-outlying spurs of sea-girt isles, 
Haemonia's plains, and Cyprus' wave- washed capes. 
The women left Cytheron's cities, left 
The dances in the craggy fastnesses 
Of spicy Lebanon ; from far and near. 
From Phrygia and Abydos, came the troops ; 
The nets were on the shore ; in the high com 
The sickle slept ; the gay and sprightly youths 
All sought the sacred shrine ; but, sooth to say, 
Not half so much the Immortals to adore, 
As on the beauteous virgin band to gaze. 

Then through the temple wedked that peerless maid. 
With stateliest step ; and from her glorious face 
Light seemed to beam on the beholders' eyes. 
Like the rich golden gleam of harvest moon. 
But on the tip-top of her snow-pale cheeks 
Burned a soft rim of crimson ; like a rose 
Twin-coloured 'mong its petals. Lower down 

b2 
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The bright blush spread, till all her delicate skin, 
Where the light kissed it, glowed a living plot 
Of roses : rosy were the sweet bared anns ; 
Her neck was blushing rosy ; and, just seen 
Beneath the long white robe, her rosy feet 
Peeped coyly. Prom her steps a very host 
Of graces seemed to flow. The men of old 
Knew but three graces : but in one bright smile 
Of those transcendent eyes, a hundred shone. 
Venus had found a worthy priestess now. 

^ So, loveliest far of all that lovely band. 
The peerless lady walked ; within the shrine 
Of Beauty's Queen, enibodied Beauty's self. 
And, ever as she moved, the eyes and hearts 
Of all the young men followed her, awestruck 
And dazzled by her glory. And one spoke, 
With wondering gaze, among his comrades there. 

** Not even in Sparta, land of loveliest dames, 
Not in the shady bowers that crowd the banks 
Of the Eurotas, Beauty's vaunted home. 
Aught have I seen so fair, so worshipful. 
A new-bom grace is Yenus' priestess now. 
My eye is weary gazing, but my wish 
Is tireless : oh, to win her passing smile 
Glad would I lay down Ufe, and count it light. 
I would not envy the blest gods of heaven. 
With radiant Hero by my household hearth.*' 
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So he, the boldest, spoke : but all around 
In secret many another gazed and sighed. 

lU-starred Leander ! then it was thine eyes 
Beheld her first, and seeing knew their fate. 
Self-wrapt, nought heeding else, thou stood'st alone. 
Feeding thy heart with stolen side-looks still, 
While^the^sweet poison sank through all thy frame. 
Ah ! Beauty's glance goes straighter to the heart. 
And sharper, than the barb of whistling shaft : 
The treacherous eye a ready entrance gives. 
Rushed on his soul a whirl of quivering thoughts, 
Amazement, boldness, trembling, bashfulness ; 
Trembled his heart, and blushed its fear to own ; 
Dumb with amazement on that form liivine 
He gazed, till love itself drove shame away. 
And fearlessly, with silent steps, he went 
And stood beside her, with his wicked eyes 
Pull on her face. And she rejoiced at heart, 
Knowing her beauty : but, as conscious of 
His fatal power, bent her blushing brows. 
And he, who well could read these treacherous signs. 
Joyed in his answered love, and ever watched 
For some still moment, when his eager prayer 
Might win confession from those thrice-sweet lips. 

Now evening's lessening light died in the west, 
And westward shadows radiant Hesper threw. 
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Soon as Leander saw the falling gloom, 

He stepped forth boldly to the maiden's side. 

And, silent save for one deep sigh, he pressed 

Her rosebnd fingers. She, without a word. 

As if in anger, snatched her hand away. 

But when he saw, 'neath that bewitching show 

Of wrath, the half-won smile, fearless he caught 

The fluttering skirt of her embroidered robe. 

And led her to a quiet inner nook 

Of the hoary temple. And she followed slow, 

With lingering steps, as loath to go, and raised 

In words of womanish ire her gentle voice. 

** Stranger, art mad ? Unhand me, daring man ! 
Know'st thou not Venus' priestess from man's touch 
Is sacred ? Let me go — Cleave go my robe : 
Or dread, rash youth, my* haughty father's rage.'* 

Well was Leander skilled in women's wiles : 
Oft had he seen, how most their words are fierce 
When most their hearts are trembling ; still their threats 
Beveal the weakness they are meant to hide. 
So, when he heard her voice of angry scorn, 
He kissed the maiden's glowing neck, and said : — 

" Thou art my Venus, and my Athene too : 
For sure no mortal-moulded maid art thou, 
But a princess-daughter of imperial Zeus. 
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Blest was the mother, who dandled on her lap 
So rare a nursling. Pity me — ^hear my vows ! 
For Love has brought me captive to thy shrine, 
Thy servant sworn and true, as Hermes led 
To his task-mistress Hercules of old, 
Slave to thy least behest. Ah ! why so stern ? 
A pretty priestess thou for Yenus' shrine : 
Phoebus' sour sister's rather. Marriage is 
Venus' peculiar worship, her best gift. 
'Twas Venus' self that sent me here to thee : 
I come her messenger. Dread thou her rage : 
For they that slight her gifts, provoke her wrath. 
Maiden, I love thee." 

Ah, those cunning words ! 
They stole sweet Hero's soul. Silent, with eyes 
Fixed on the ground, to hide her blushing cheek, 
She stood : and her small foot kept tremulously 
Beating the dust, and round her shoulders white 
Once and again she shivering drew her robe. 
Alas ! no signs of haughty coldness these ! 
Poor Hero's rebel heart had won the day. 
And still her bent face from Leander's view 
Hid all but that fair neck : and still his eyes 
Wearied not, gazing. And at length she spoke, 
Eaising her gentle face, from brow to chin 
Dewed with the crimson heat of maiden shame : — 
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** Stranger ! thy prayers would move the very stones. 
Woe's me ! who taught thee skill to tread the paths 
Of witohiug words, and sent thee here to me ? 
Yain all thy sighs. A nameless wanderer, 
Homeless, alone, claim high-horn Hero's hand ! 
My lordly sire would laugh thy suit to scorn. 
I may not leave her whom I serve. Nor dream 
That here unknown, unseen, thou canst ahide : 
For slanderous tongues are rife ; all a man does 
In secret, told along the street he hears. 
But tell me, I pray thee, truly, who and whence 
Art thou ? My name, alas ! thou knowest well. 
My home is in a heaven- seeking tower. 
Round which strange voices wander : for it lies 
In front of Sestos, close upon the sea, 
O'erhanging the steep shores. There, all alone 
Save for one handmaid, by my parents' will 
I dwell. No friends are near, no voices rise 
Of youths and maidens in the merry dance ; 
But night and mom rings ever in my ears 
The hollow murmur of the windy sea." 

She spake, and hid her burning cheek again 
Within her robe, and wished her words unsaid. 

And then Leandor — for his strong love made 
Him quick of wit, as strong love ever does : 
For when the conqueror once has shown his power, 
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He gives his captive strength — spake dauntless out, 
And half in anger at her timorousness : — 

"Maiden, for thy sweet sake the raging waves 
I'd dare, though all their crests were crackling flame. 
Led by thy love, I fear their fury not, 
Nor their tempestuous voices. I will swim 
By night across the eddying Hellespont 
To hear thee call me husband. For my home 
Is near to thine, on the other side the flrth. 
I only ask that from the top o* thy tower 
Thou hold a torch, when the thick night comes down : 
And I, Love's bark, will steer by that bright star. 
And, with my eyes on it, care not to mark 
Bootes, nor Orion, nor the Plough 
That never dips its wheels within the brine, 
Till to the haven of my toil I come. 
But love ! guard thou well the flickering light, 
Guide of my life, from gusty-blowing winds : 
Guard it as thou wouldst guard my very life. 
And, for my name, Leander I am called, 
The love of Hero beauteous-garlanded." 

And so with many vows (where need of vows 
"Was none) they pledged their secret troth, and made 
Their paction, and at last with aching hearts 
Were fain to part, she to her lofty tower, 
"While he, with backward eyes fixed on the tpwer 
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To guide his way, even as it led his heart, 
Sailed through the dark night to Ahydos' shores. 



I need not tell how the long dreary day 
Wore through slow burning hours to the cool west. 
But now the sable-stolid gloom of night, 
Long wished for, came, bringing sweet sleep to men, 
All save Leander. Eager-eyed he roamed 
Along the shore of the in£nite-sounding sea. 
Watching to see the messenger of love 
Gleam o'er the distant waves. Then, when she saw 
The murky night-fall, Hero lit the torch : 
And swift, responsive to the signal blaze. 
Love's flame leapt fiercer in the watcher's breast. 
Yet when he heard the thunderous breakers' roar 
Maddening upon the beach — ah, blame him not 
If one brief passing shudder made him shrink ; 
But straight again he roused his dauntless soul. 

" Wrathful is Love, and pitiless the deep : 
But this is water, that is scorching fire. 
Go where love calls. What ! fear the ocean- waves ? 
Bethink thee, Venus' self is sprung from them. 
And she is queen of them as well as thee." 

Then from his comely limbs with eager haste 
He tore the robe, and clasped his hands on high, 
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And from the rocks sprang headlong in the deep. 
The waters flashed beneath his ardent strokes, 
Youj;h's mad blood cleaving its impetuous way, 
Still hastening where that torch beamed from afar, 
His single self, boat, oarage, crew, and freight. 

And starlike there upon her lofty tower 
Fair Hero stood, and when the wanton winds 
Danced in rude gusts about her, with her robe 
Shielded the precious light, until at length 
Weary and faint she saw Leander come. 
Then down she ran, and led him to her tower. 
And clasped him silently, all breathless still. 
And dripping with the foam-haired ocean drops. 
She led him to her chamber, washed away 
The bitter brine, and dashed with fragrant oil 
The rank sea-smell that hung around him still. 
Devouring him with wondering eyes the while : — 

" Through many toils, my own, my gallant love I 
Through many toils, such as no husband e'er 
Dared for his wife, but thou — welcome, at last ! 
Forget the booming waves, the wet salt spray 
Dashing, the strangling water's cold embrace : 
Come, rest from all thy toils within these arms.'' 

And thus they two were wed ; not with the glare 
Of bridal torches, and the circling dance, 
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And pealing hymns, and Hera's aid invoked 

By maid and minstrel, and the marriage-song 

Chanted by happy parents joyously. 

Darkness and silence in those fatefiil hours 

Prepared the couch, and decked the trembling bride, 

And solemn Night was bridesmaid there alone. 

For still, before the prying eye of morn 

Awoke, Leander swam across the sea. 

Home again, tireless, to his native shore ; 

And Hero of the graceful-sweeping robe 

Was maid by day, and wife by night alone. 

So, happy pair, by secret wedlock bound, 
Blest in each other, heeding nought beside, 
Through a short space of bliss they lived and loved. 
But ah ! not long those fatal nuptials stood. 
For when the frosty winter- time was come, 
Shaking from sleep the wrath of Boreal winds. 
Then 'neath incessant blasts the unstable deeps 
Shook, and their moist foundations yawned to view, 
Lashed with fierce whirlwinds : up on either shore 
The sailor drew his black boat high and dry. 
Dreading the fickle winter seas. But thee 
No fear of winter waves had power to check, 
Gallant Leander 1 for the torch shone bright 
* In its accustomed place, and made him bold 
To spurn the perils of the angry deep. 
Ah cruel torch ! Ah Hero, luckless maid ! 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



few atib Ittanb^r. 13 

Thou should'st have waited in thy loneliness 
Without Leander, when fell winter came. 
But Love and Fate were strong : nor did she dream 
It was Fate's torch, not Love's, she fondly held. 

'Twas night, when loudest roar the gathering winds, — 
The frosty winds, that, in wild javelin-play 
Of icy blasts, sweep on the bleak sea- shore, — 
When bold Lepnder, on the heaving back 
Of treacherous-sounding waves, was borne along. 
Billow was rolled on billow, in a mass 
Of boiling foam : black storm-clouds hid the stars. 
About him swelled the waves, till sea and sky 
Seemed mingled. Terrible on all sides rose 
The shout of battling winds ; with maddening cries 
East, west, north, south, in wild collision strove : 
And ceaseless the fierce waters howled and roared 
Like angry wild beasts round him. Hapless youth ! 
There in the pitiless eddies, oft he called 
The sea-sprung goddess to his aid, and him 
Ocean's tremendous monarch : oft he bade 
Pierce Boreas think upon his Attic maid. 
But no one helped him. Love was all too weak 
To strive with Fate. Struck by the raging rush 
Of mountain- waves, tossed helpless to and fro, 
Strength failed his weary feet, his restless hands 
Sank motionless, and in his powerless mouth 
Oft rushed the choking brine. 'Just then, a blast 
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Of bitter wind blew out the faithless torch, 
Aod'with it lost Leander's life and love. 

But she, while still he came not, all night long 
Stood sleepless-eyed, and tossed with torturing thoughts: 
And morning broke, and stiU she saw him not. 
All o'er the heaving back of the gray sea 
She gazed, to see him wandering afar, 
His polestar lost. At length she saw him there, 
Close by the tower, his lifeless body gashed 
By the sharp rocks. She rent her broidered robe 
Across her breast, and with a rushing noise 
From the tower-top sprang headlong, fell upon 
Her husband's breast, and undivided still 
They slept in death in one another's arms. 

Balliol Coll., OxpoiBtD, 0. 

December, 1866. 
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,AN they forget, whose fondest task 

Was once, to win each other's heart : — 
Who then no fairer lot would ask 
Than that which bade them never part ? 

Can they forget, who loved to teach 

The lesson silent lips can tell ? 
Can they forget, who each from each 

That silent lesson learned so well ? 

Can they forget, whose joys were brief, 
Save each with other shared the while ? 

Can they forget, whose heaviest grief 
Was lightened by each other's smile ? 

Can they forget, whose hands have worn 
Love's endless pledge, — whose lips have met, 

Who once were true as light to mom. 
Though parted now — can they forget ? 
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The swallow, that with autumn breeze 
Doth vanish, like the severed leaves, 

Betuming o'er the summer seas 

Both seek its nest beneath the eaves. 

The angry sun the brooks hath dried. 
But when there falls the kindly rain, 

Through wonted dells the streamlets glide. 
And lave their mossy banks again. 

The steed, that from his first abode, 
Afar for years is forced to roam, 

Doth pause before the well-known road, 
That leadeth to his former home. 

Ye bearded stars, whose course is run, 
While nations fill the storied past, 

Though s^em ye to forsake the sun, 
Ye wander to his beams at last. 

True love, that hath its birth on High, 
Doth linger here divinely yet ; 

And, though to all it seem to die, 
It never never can forget. 

Ph. 
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LOATKE the taste of heavy wet, 
Enfeebled is my appetite : 
I now no longer nightly get 
According to old habit, tight ! 

I go to chapel often now 
It's ten days since my hair was cut ; 
So thick it's grown, so rough, you'd vow 
By Irwin's shears it ne'er was cut. 

' My listless, miserable state 
You may, indeed, conjecture from 
The fact that I have been of late 
But seldom absent lecture from. 

VOL. XI, c 
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'Tis thou, too mirtliful monster, who 
My bosom vexest ! curse it, I 
Can't make you out, or find a clue 
In all the University. 

Although such sorry work would be 
An artist* s cap no feather in, 
I fain would know who fashioned thee 
And all thy bearded brethren. 



And why he modelled them in style 
Contemplative and serious, 
And gave thee that unearthly smile, 
Maniacal, mysterious. 



"Why do they, frowning fierce, defy 
Attempts at jocularity ? 
Why dost thou greet each passer by 
With open-mouthed hilarity ? 



I've read how Niob^ was by 
The Delian Twins' severity 
Condemned in Parian stone to cry 
A warning to posterity. 
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But though a weeping stone might seem 
To Scopas' eye a winning stone. 
How could an artist ever dream 
Of beauty in a grinning stone ? 



They call you Caesars ; well I ween 
The theory's indefensible ; 
There were twelve Caesars, not fifteen ! 
Such lies are reprehensible ! 

Perhaps you were a Beef-steak club 
Addicted to frivolity, 
Indulging at some vulgar pub 
In gormandizing jollity. 



The vine- wreaths which your brows bedeck 
Suggest your taste for best tipples ; 
The bib that girds each manly neck 
For savoury comestibles. 



Perhaps he was your wit, before 
His brain with drinking silly grew. 
And " set the table on a roar," 
Like Yorick or like Killigrew ! 

c2 
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A wit ? oh no ! that stare betrays 
His cranium's inanity ! 
That stolid fooKsh leer conveys 
Suspicions of insanity ! 

In any contest of ideas 
He'd never gain the victory ; 
His skull as vacuous appears 
As that of any thicl^ Tory. 

I give it up ! what, shall I own 
Defeat r oh no ! I'll throw a light 
Upon your meaning, curious stone, 
Extraordinary ooUte. 

Peace shall not in my soul reside, 

1^0 more abroad I'll figure it 

— ^Though Sheard his Cavendish provide, 

And less potential cigarette. 

— Though Foster for my nether ends 
Has all the newest drapery got, 
— The creamy ice though Bofin vends 
And intempestive apricot. 

* Thick is here an ornamental rather than a perpetual epithet. 
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— Though Spiers with fascinating wares 
My youthful mind infatuates, 
'Not yet to cram his window spares 
With most improper statuettes. 



Though Standen, to adorn my throat, 
Has every kind of scarf in stock, — 
Until I've learnt what you denote, 
You smiling stone ! you laughing stock ! 
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^^jtJj^O'R thee, Endymion, by day 

Scouring the upland and the brake, 
^Sad huntress to my Dryads gay, 
I know not rest, I scorn all ache ; 
Through thickets, caves, and vales, I pry 
With bitter hopes but bom to die. 



For thee, by night all pale and drear 
I join the voiceless choirs above. 

And joy unseen from far to cheer 

Thy deathless sleep with dreams of love : 

O'er thee my silver sheen I strew 

And bathe thy brows in tears of dew. 
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If nought thy fatal charm can move, 
If nought can kiss those sealed lids, 

Kor might of Jove, nor power of Love, 
E'en though the Queen of Magic bids ; 

A maid, thy slave, sweet youth ! on thee 

I'll gaze to all eternity. 

Balliol Coll., OxroRD. H. J. R. 
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^H, Oxford suns are warm and bright, 
And Oxford skies are blue, 
■ The sunset clouds have richer light, 
And flush a ruddier hue : 
But there's a brighter, stranger charm 

About my Northern skies ; 
And half is from their own blithe beam, 
And half from Jessie's eyes ! 



Oh, Oxford fields are fair and fresh, 

And dainty-clad her trees, 
The cowslips bloom on Cumnor heights. 

And down by Godstow leas : 
But there the trees more loving bend 

O'er grass of softer green, 
"While little flowers look happier up 

Where Jessie's foot has been ! 
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Oh, sweet to float, the long day done, 

Adown the shadowed stream, 
When light winds whisper through the leaves, 

And pale the oar-blades gleam : 
£ut ah ! for yon lone Highland mere, 

When evening's light sleeps stiller, 
When Cruachan's shadow dusks the wave, 

And Jessie holds the tiller ! 

Oh, many and many a rousing song 

My merry comrades sing, 
When sportive shout and laugh chime out, 

And dancing glasses ring : 
But far more witching strains IVe heard 

Our Northern wilds among ; 
'Twas Scotland's songs that stole my heart, 

And Jessie's lips that sung ! 

Ballzol Coll., Ozpobd. 0. 
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(BION, FBAGM. 16.) 




^RIGHT Hesper, lovely Venus' golden light ; 
Sweet Hesper, radiant jewel of dark night ; 

"^Less than the moon, than all beside more bright ; 
Welcome, beloved ! and shine upon our band. 
That goes to meet my love. At love's command 
Give thou thy light, instead of trembling moon, 
For her young crescent sets too soon, too soon ! 
No lurking thief is she who seeks thy aid, 
No desperate footpad in fierce ambush laid : 
I'm but a loving girl. But, sweet star ! 
Look'st thou on aught so fair as loves that faithful are ? 



Balliol Coll., Oxford. 



0. 
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LOVELY maiden stood 

By the ocean-surge alone, 
And tearfully she gazed, 
For her lover he was gone. 

Sadly she gazed and sighed, 

" Ah, who will bear for me 
A message, a word of love 

To my darling on the sea ? 

" Will ye, wild ocean's waves ? 

Or ye, wintry winds, will ye ? 
Or, gentle bird, wilt thou. 

This message bear for me ?* 

But the waves unheeding roared. 
And the winds blew fiercely on. 

And the bird, it flew nor stayed. 
And the maiden was alone. 
ExBTKR College. W. J. S. 
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SOFT round face, 

Very fair : 
Varying tint of the rose, 
Bright brown hair. — 



You have her — all but the light — 

And that lies 
As the sun in bright blue sky 

In blue eyes. 

Wadham Colleqe. Avoti7»^c. 
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^OXJ ask me why with upturned eyes 
^■[1^1^ I hasten through this world of flowers, 
And never in its fragrant bowers 
Enjoy life's spring-time ere it flies. 




You say the earth is very sweet : 
That it were better I should bend 
And pluck the laughing buds that send 

Their odours upward at my feet. 

You tell me that the gift of Love 
Is far more precious than to Know : 
You say that life can never glow 

In tissues dreaming pedants wove. 
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Poor fools, ye know not what ye ask 1 
TJnpliilosophic shallow brood, 
Ye never felt an abstract good : 

Ye neyer raised the coloured mask. 



That hides the self-existent Thing : 
An uniyersal underlies 
These shifting unrealities, 

To which your weak affections cling. 

I will not yield to concrete love, 
Enslayed by individual charms, 
Kor hold aloBrfra in my arms, 

While there's an avro ro above. 
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IND we wreaths of flowers dew-laden, — 

Choicest gifts a happy maiden 
May upon thine altar lay, 
Mighty lord of golden day. 

Xing ! we thank thee for the light, 
Vanquisher of dismal night : 
Farewell, tears and sad complaining, 
For the mournful moon is waning. 

Hear us, master of the lyre : 
In our hearts sweet songs inspire,— 
Kow the cold night shades are gone 
And the ghosts no longer moan. 
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See, the dew flies from the flowers : 
And the birds' song Alls our bowers. 
Dry the tears that dim these eyes ; 
Join we in those harmonies. 



Let all tales the night winds muttered 
With the darkness speed away ; 
If with fear onr hearts haye flattered, 
Qive US rest and joy to-day. 

If the wanton bright-eyed rover, 
Aphrodite's thoughtless boy, 
Chanced aboye onr couch to hover 
With his glittering golden toy, — 

Thou, far-shooter, send a dart. 
Pierce the trifler to the heart : 
Teach him never more to stray, 
Where the singing maidens play. 
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K^m is ^uij^ing J^abto f^an ^^aJ» 
:B{Ioto«rs." 




JPON my rose-tree lay a rose-bloom dead, 

Sweetness and colour, light and beauty fled ; 
''The hand of death had paled the blushing face, 
And set decay upon the living grace, 
And blurred with yellow all the purpling red. 



But yesterday how fair thou wast and bright, 

Gasped in the sweetness of the summer light ! 

Opening the folds that circle round thy breast 

To show the fairy sunbeam where to rest. 

And with thy sweetest beauties feed our sight. 

TOL. xn. J> 
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Bat what, alas ! could thy frail life avail 
Against the storm that swept adown the dale ? 
The rude wind felt not anght of beauty's chamii 
Not e'en thy grace its blustering might could calm ; 
Thy gentle sighs were hushed in louder wail. 

Ah ! saddest fate that it is oyer so ! 
Whate'er is fairest is the first to go. 

Weakness on beauty's footsteps follows close ; 

The sweetest maiden, as the sweetest rose. 
Is soonest stricken by the tempest's blow. 

Nbw Coll. St. Ruah. 
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E as on some Noyember niglit, 
When many stars shoot o'er the sky, 
One planet sheds her steady light ; 
They flashing die. 

Who gazes on that brilliant train, 
Enchanted looks till all is o'er ; 
Until the heavens' emerald rain 
Is seen no more. 

Then turns he from the gloomy skies,— 

The gloomier as erst so bright, — 
And moTes his weary dazzled eyes 
From the blank night. 

1)2 
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Perchance, across the heaven afar, 

That silver planet he espies ; 
And rests at length on that fair star 
His aching -eyes. 

'Twas thus, while round me wooing thronged 

The heartless heauties of an hour, 

My soul of changeless passion longed 

To own the power. 

Clara ! in thee I find the charm 

To soothe the storm of my wild breast ; 
I seek thy heart, secure from harm 
Therein to rest. 



Oh ! if thou wilt receive my flame, 

No marring years our love shall sever : 
Our love from age to age the same, 
The same for ever. 

EZBTE& COLLEOE. P« W. L. 
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I long wayes rustle in the reeds. 
The riyer's breast is choked with weeds, 
Ah miserie ! 
And, 'mid the curst reeds of the bank, 
I feel the slow ooze creeping dank, 
Woe, woe is me ! 
A weary chain is round me thrown, 
The chain is fettered to a stone ; 
They brought and left me here alone. 
Unheard to make unheeded moan. 
Ah miserie I 



My Ladye's arms were lithe and fair. 
Her hair was as the angels' hair. 

Her bosom white as frozen snow, 

Her bright eyes slew me with their glow. 
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And oh ! her face was sweet to see ; 
I lay in dalliance at her knee, 
Andy while a sweet song munnnred she, 
God's hours slipt on so pleasantly. 
— So pleasantly ! 

The gay dream snapt : across the foam, 
A stranger took her to his home. 

Ah miserie ! 
And there, within her silk-hung halls, 
She kept her proud lord's festivals. 

Woe, woe is me ! 
Years passed ; and I was at her side ; 
And, seeing her, content to hide 
In servant's garb, my name to hide :— 
God help me ! would that I had died ! 

Ah miserie ! 



The air was rich with flowers of June : 
It was a golden afternoon. 

And, lapt in sleep, my Ladye lay. 
On couch with purple broidered gay. 

Over her lacework pillows white, 
Her tresses, golden glory bright 
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Soft-showering, strove to veil from sight 
Her slumbrous bosom heaving light, 
— ^Fair Christobel. 

Below, cool sheltered from the glow, 
I paced a marble portico, 

And sang a little string of lays 
She used to sing in buried days. 

( — Sweet long-ago !) 
She stirred ! she started from her sleep ! 
Dim dread and trembling o'er her creep ; 
Her veins in wild pulsation leap : — 
My voice came to her low and deep 

Tip from the marble portico. 

Down stole a dark-eyed Eastern maid 
And stood beside me, in the shade ; 

From whose ripe lips — a joyous word— 
My Ladye's sweet behests I heard. 

" Go, fetch yon minstrel from below, 
"Whose voice comes to me, deep and low^ 
Down in the marble portico," — 
"Sot could I gladly choose but go 
To Christobel. 
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I left the portico's dim gloom, 
And passed into her fragrant room. 

And on her conch, I saw her there 
Fairest of all her maidens fsdr. 



A robe unto her white feet rolled 
Of whitest samite wrought with gold, 
And kissed with broidered blue fringed fold 
Her warm sweet limbs of lissom mould, 
Fair ChristobeL 

Soft on the scented silence rung 
The silver mandate from her tongue. 

And then again I sang the lays 
She used to sing in buried days. 

Still, as of old, her eyes were bright ; 
Still, as of old, her bosom white ; 
Still shone her hair with lustrous light, 
— Yet was she changed, though not to sight. 
Sweet Christobel. 

I sang : a big tear dimmed her eye, 
Her dear breast trembled with a sigh. 
Alimiserie! 
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Ah Gt)d I to see her weep ! and be 
Myself a tearful memory \ 

Woe, woe is me ! 
A memory of a happier time 
Spent in a far off precious clime 
When o'er us pealed the fairy chime 
Of golden Love's sweet dreamful prime. 

Ah miserie ! 



I sang : I knew I still was loved, 
Her old great love awoke and moved, 

Stirring her veins, and passion pale 
Her cheek and dim eyes told the tale. 

Yain now sad anguish of regret, 
Yain that our eyes with tears are wet, 
Yain the wild wish we ne'ei had met 
— God ! can a real love forget ? 

She wept : the tearful trouble rushed. 
Her sad pale hands the pillows crushed : 

AhChristobel! 
Bruising the flowers that lay in light, 
Bed rose on bosom silver white 

I loved so well. 
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A breeze woke from the lake below 
Hocking the lilies to and fro, 
Passed up the marble portico, 
And reached us frtigrant, light, and low, 
Pair Ghristobel ! 



Stirred the silk curtains and swept on — 
Paint requiem for days agone : 
Then fell : then died : my voice once more 
Broke on the Quiet's dreamy shore. 
Not long— came voices through the place, 
Came deadly paleness in her face, 
"White as the whiteness of her lace ; 
Game clang, came footsteps on apace ; 
Came hurrying fierce an arm^d horde 
Rough henchmen of her haughty lord, 

Ah miserie ! 
'Mid trembling maidens din of steel, 
'Mid rich soft robes the iron heel. 

Woe, woe is me ! 

I saw her rude lord's rude hand prest 
Bruising the rose-bloom of her breast. 
That might — ^ah God !-^have been my rest : 
They drag me forth — ^his curst behest 
Ah miserie ! 
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Down to a dank mere's reedy shore : 
I saw my darling never more. 

Ah miserie ! 
Sooth 'twas of woe and darkest gloom 
That cruel hands had forged our doom. 

Woe, woe is me ! ^ 

And round me is a curst chain thrown. 
The chain is fettered to a stone : 
They brought and left me here alone 
Unheard to make unheeded moan. 

Ah miserie ! ah miserie ! 

B. N. C, OxpoM). F. E. W. 
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3LATJCOPIS forsakes her own ; 

The angry gods forget us : 
'But yet the blue streams along 
Walk the feet of the silver Song ; 
And the night-bird wakes the moon ; 
And the bees in the blushing noon 

Haunt the heart of the old Hymettus. 
We are fallen ; but not forlorn, 

If something is left to cherish ; 
As Love was the earliest bom, 

So Love is the last to perish. 
Wreathe then the roses, wreathe ! 

The Beautiful still is ours; 
While the stream shall flow, and the sky shall glow, 

The Beautiful still is ours. 
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^ESEEIT ipsa suos — tanta est ccBlestibus i 

Immemor heu ! Pallas deserit ipsa suos : 
^At, qnas cseraleo prseter pede labitur, unda 
Integrat argenteos jam numeroBa choros ; 
Jam Lnnam Philomela ciet ; jam viscera Hymetfci 

Sole rubescentis nota frequentat apes. 
Decidimns : quid enim ? non destituemur, amici. 

Donee inextinctum^ quod foveamus, erit : 
I^on nisi primigenus, sic creditis, est Amor ortus; 

Non nisi supremus, credite, cedet Amor. 
Pulcher adhuc nobis — rosa quin mihi? — ^volvitur amnis ; 
Pulcher adhuc nobis fulget uterque polus : 
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Wliaterer is fair or soft or bright 
In the lap of Day or the arms of Night 
Whispers our soiil of Greece, — of Greece, — 
And hashes onr care with a Yoice of peace. 
Wreathe then the roses, wreathe ! 

They tell me of earlier hours ; 
And I hear the heart of my country breathe 

From the lips of the stranger's flowers. 

BULWBR LtTTOIT. 
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Qnidqnid habet clari, qnidquid tenerique bonique, 

Sen ITox siye Dies, hie gremio ilia sinn, 
Hellade nos celebrat ; payidos vox Helladis iiide 

Nos mulcet placidas yaticinata yiees. 
ITectamns roseas, nectat sibi quisque, corollas ; 

^tatem redolent, quae fuit ante, rosse : 
Qnippe mihi ex istis — andin' tu ? — floribns, hospes, 

Afflatnr patrisB spiritns ipse meae. 

Coll. Cobp. Chbibti, Cantabrigi^. S. A. 
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go him replied the bold Sir Bedivere : 

" It is not meet, Sir King, to leave thee thus, 

*^ Aidless, alone, and smitten through the helm. 
A little thing may harm a wounded man. 
Yet I thy hest will all perform at full, 
Watch what I see and lightly bring thee word." 



So saying, from the ruined shrine he stept, 
And in the moon athwart the place of tombs, 
Where lay the mighty bones of ancient men, 
Old knights, and oyer them the sea- wind saog 
Shrill, chill, with flakes of foam. He stepping down 
■By zig-zag paths, and juts of pointed rock, 
Oame on the shining levels of the lake. 
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nriON ^£ (iiri vpoaiFeare FavaicroQ Bridivipoio, 
■■■ **c5 w67roi, ov ffe FcFot/cc, FavaJ Kpelwy" ApOovpe, 
ovTOLfxevov TrfiXrjKa XiTrfifxeyai iicroQ apwyfjg* 
<l>dv\ov yap n <^[kriaE (iefiXrinivov dv^pa xaXiTrreiv. 
avTop kyii} /rnXa iray\v riiv fxvdor koI £(l>£rinTlv 
i^avra diawprj^Wf to. t etteit ivaovrai. aOp-fitrojy 
ayyeXiiov tnrevtrw re Koi arpeidijiQ KaraXi^iMt, * 
wQ Fctrrcv, vaov, 3* ilji^\e& 6y £$ «pt^c>TOc, 
Trap S* apa (rrifiara voWa fipOTwyy cVO* otrrea keito 
aydpdy TroXAa wiXiopa waXai KaTaTedyriwTCjyf 
ilpwwy' \pir)(pol M Xcyv fiiyvpiiiov &rjTaij 
irovTOv aTTOTryeioyrecy a<ftpby irvKiya yl^vj^pyrecf 
ooTE virepf 0£yyoc h* ETrlxei rrXfidovtra aeXrfyri. 
avTCip 6 Xo^a fit(Mi)Q Kprj/jiywy Kara TraiTraXoiyrwy 
iiXvdev alyXneyra wXaTelris /Jtrjicea Xlfiyrig' 

• Continued from No. XXVIII, page 46. 
VOL. XI. B 
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Then drew he forth the brand Excalibur, 
And o'er him drawing it, the winter moon. 
Brightening the skirts of a long cloud, ran forth 
And sparkled keen with frost against the hilt : 
For all the haft twinkled with diamond sparks, 
Myriads of topaz-lights and jacinth-work 
Of subtlest jewellery. 



Tennyson. 



4®>«(® 
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4rrfi ^c Vepvatrdfieyog KoXeov U<^q ^ EtrxpXll^vpa, 
\Eifupia dej Vepuffffafxivov KadinrepBey (reXfjvri 
iayanrfc vii^o^ Tawr\KioQ apyniaariQ 
tK^pafxtVy olarevovtra tpoiog iraytpflv iiri Kbtwriv 
o^vTOTOv' KoXeov ^ &p* cXa/xTTcy fivpiov ofijiaf 
T^ evi TToXX)) ci/v iLhafidyriyos Adirerog acyXiy, 
Iv ^e TOwaZoi etray ttoXXo/, woXXol d* vaKivOoiy 
TVKTol Scu^aXeoi, tovq tiq KXeiT^ mfie rcx*^* 

TaiNiTT Coll., Oxford. Van Dbtjsen. 
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^AT was dying, done to death 
By the red sun's fiery breath, 
)ying in the pnrpled West, 
On the great sea's azure breast. 
Oolden lustres lingered still, 
Over mountain, over rill ; 
And the West was still ablaze 
"With intricate wreaths of rays. 
Then the blood-red harvest moon, 
Like some softly-warbled tune 
Rising &om the impassioned soul, 
Up the dusk sky slowly stole. 
And the reapers faint and wan. 
Bested, now their toil was done, 
In among the sheaves of corn. 
Like a host with battle worn. 
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Resting after victory, 
With their captives fettered nigh, 
And pale corpses all around 
Scattered on the trampled ground.- 
There she stood among the sheaves, 
Poorly clad, as one who grieves ; 
But a more than queenly grace 
Glorified her pale young face. 
Gathered ears of yellow wheat 
Bested at her tiny feet, 
On the closely-reaped soil, 
"Worthy guerdon of her toil. 
O'er her tender bosom's swell 
Low her rippling tresses fell. 
In their blackness rivalling 
E'en, the ebon raven's wing. 
And her dark eyes, foil of light, 
Shone like star-fires in the night, 
Underneath their violet-tinged 
Lids, with drooping lashes fringed. 
Joyous as a careless child. 
Oft her ripe lips sweetly smiled ; 
But her brow was ever fraught 
With the shadow of deep thought. 

Now had every beam of light 
Fled before the car of night. 
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And the myriad-gleaming stars 
Looked in pity through the bars 
Of dark clouds that here and there 
Moated through the dusky air ; 
But no joy could they impart 
To that lonely watcher's heart : 
Tears were in her beauteous eyes. 
As she raised them to the skies. 
Wherefore wept she ? Did her mind 
Unto those she left behind 
Besting in the rayless tomb 
Wander sadly through the gloom ? 
Stood she weeping there alone ? 
1^0 ! a kindly arm was thrown- 
Bound her, and a whisper dear 
Softly stole upon her ear : 
** Daughter, weep not ; I have heard 
How, when died thy bosom's lord, 
And the iron hand of Fate 
Made thy young life desolate. 
And thy dreams of bliss were o'er, 
Thou didst cleave to her who bore 
Thy dead lord, for love of her 
Quitting all that should be dear, 
Love of kin, and land, and home. 
On an alien shore to roam! 
Thou art worthy of a place 
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With the daughters of our race, 
And an Israelite shalt dwell 
In the land of Israel. 
Lo, the blood that warms my veins 
Flowed in his, whose loved remains 
Eest in Moab's land of hills. 
Far from Jndah's sacred rills. 
Therefore by the Law's decree, 
As the next of kin to thee, 
Should I wed thee, that his name 
May not be devoid of fame. 
I have watched thee jealously, 
When thou didst not deem me nigh, 
Gleaning through the harvest field 
What the scattered ears might yield. 
I have seen thee toiling on. 
When the busy day was gone. 
That thy mother's age might be 
From all pain and labour free. 
I have seen thy fair young face 
Looking upwards, full of grace. 
And thy soft and starry eyes 
Holding commune with the skies ; 
And I love thee : ne'er hath man, 
Si^ce the ages first began, 
Known a truer love than mine. 
As the pnrple-clustered vine 
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Clasps the hoary elm-tree's bole, 
Dearest, let thy peerless soul 
Cling about my waning days, 
Cheering them with loving grace. 
Canst thou love me ?" 

Then she turned, 
And her heart within her burned, 
And a swift devouring flame 
Quivered through her trembling frame. 
Eosy flushes like the mom 
On her sorrowing cheek were bom, 
And her lovelit eyes were bright 
As the soft stars in the night. 
Newborn shame a moment chained 
All her voice ; her violet-veined 
EyeHds drooped a moment's space : 
Then ^he raised her flushing face. 
. Soft as note of brooding dove. 
Lips that trembled with their love, 
Through the depths of night divine 
Faltered softly, '* I am thine." 

Wadham Coll., Oxford. 
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lEE when upon an infant's eye 

God's light first glimmers through the misti 
Within the compass of his fist 
He thinks to grasp the sun and sky ; 




But soon the mind within him shows 
The distance of the things of sight, 
And on the eye that sees, a light 

Shines borrowed from the self that knows. 

E'en so when man has learnt to see 
The soul behind its outward screen. 
And bridged the gulf that hangs between 

Himself and that he seems to be ; 

VOL. XI. ^ 
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Then dawns there on his wiser mind 
The distance of the things of Thought, 
And forms for which he wept and fought 

Sink in the world of truth hehind. 



Then words which once did seem to hring 
A meaning and a life, grow lame, 
And much of that he thought to name 

Doth deepen to a nameless thing. 

So too, where once he deemed at will 

To trace the lives of other men, 

And fancied all within his ken — 
The light and shade — ^the good and ill, 

Now feels he that heyond the show 
Of bigot wranglings for a creed, 
Of thought but half expressed indeed, 

There lives a Self he cannot know. 

New Coll., Oxford. G. H. C. 
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|J^^AT she there all lonely, — 
^^iq Fairest fair was she — 

Whispering this word only- 
" False, oh! false to me T' 

Sat she there in sadness, 

By the dying flame ; 
All the light of gladness 

Gone to whence it came. 



Well she knows that writing, 
Well, ah ! all too well ; 

Love and love's requiting 
All it once could tell. 
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Well, the dream is over, 
Shame alone remains ; 

Of her love and lover 
This is all she gains. 



What shall be the ending ? 

When shall sorrow cease ? 
Saddest sad heart-rending, 

Ere she sink to peace. 

Scoffis and bitter scorning 
Will the hard world give : 

Grief and grievous mourning 
With her life will live. 

Death will not forsake her, 

Faithful is his heart. 
To his arms he'll take her 

Nevermore to part. 

Sat she there all lonely — 

Fairest fair was she — 
Whispering this word only — 

" Death, oh ! come to me." 

Nbw Coll., Oxfokd. St. Kuan. 
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iKERE lived two maidens by the sea 
In a castle of pleasant Normandie ; 



Fairer were they than bard may tell — 
Lilian, and Isabel. 

And the people would kiss their garments' hem, 
Yet never a wooer had come to them ; 

Till once, at the burst of a sun-bright day 
In the happy heart of flower-sweet May, 

Came, over the sea, a goodly man — 
A young knight wooing to Lilian. 

And a many times by the shore they went, 
By greenwood, terrace, and battlement, 
VOL. XI. a 
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Talking in yoices light and low ; 
But Lilian loved him not, I trow ! 

And the good knight Brian his tale did tell 
Of hopeless love to Isabel ; 

Nor deemed her upturned cheeks, and dim 
Sad eyes were sad for loye of him. 

So, when fair June was in her grave, 
Homeward his bark the white seas claye ; 

And lone, through her chamber lattice-bar, 
Wept Isabel, and watched afar ! 



II. 



Time slipt : and, when the Autumn fell, 
Came a wooer wooing to Isabel ; 

Over the waves, from a fair far land, 
In a golden bark, Sir Hildebrand. 

And a many times, beside the sea, 
Sir Hildebrand lay at her knee ; 

And nobly there his tale did tell : 
But silent, pale sat Isabel ! 
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While tear on tear fell from her eye, — 
Bright beads in sorrow's rosary ! 

For the glamonr of the sweet days dead, 
And Sir Brian she remembered ! 

But so it fell that love began 
To make his home with Lilian : 

So braye, she thought, she had never seen. 
So brave a knight I such noble mien ! 

And all seemed sunshine in the land 
When she was with Sir Hildebrand. 



III. 

The castle gardens in slumber lay, 
It was cool night of a sultry day ; 

And, beneath the wan moon, hand in hand, 
Passed Lilian and Sir Hildebrand. 

And his heart now wax^d hot, now cold, 
When he heard the words that Lilian told : 

" Tis vain, Sir Knight, to woo her thine, 
She has plighted her troth — this sister mine, 

g2 
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To a young brave knight from over the sea : 
In a year their bridal feast will be ! '' 

He heard ; and T^as mute — Sir Hildebrand ! 
He crashed the red rose in his hand ; 

He tamed ; he strode about the place ; 
A crimson glow was in his face. 

And and loudly did he cry, 
" A fool— a thrice-fed fool am I ! 

The dream is snapt ! and now I know 
I did bat dream I loved her so. 

I loye not the love of another man : 
'Tis thou I love, sweet Lilian ! " 

then the maiden's young heart stirred, 

And her blood leapt red, when his words she heard, 

Leapt red to where his hot lips sank. 

While out of the chalice of passion they drank ! 



So— glad, 'neath the wan moon, hand in hand, 
Passed Lilian and Sir Hildebrand ! 
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Ah me ! that such sweet lips and eyes 
Could breathe such damned forgeries ! 



IV. 

It is the time when the roses fall, 
And feast is in the castle hall ; 

Bright turret-banners stream out to sea. 
In that castle of pleasant Normandie; 

And before the chapel-altar stand 
Lilian and Sir Hildebrand : 

Fairer are they than bard may tell — 
But passing sweet is Isabel ! 

Her gold hair ripples to her knee. 
She is thinking of one beyond the sea ! 



Eye : and the wedding -guests are gone. 
And the knight and his bride sit far alone 

In their bower, where fresh the sea- winds blow, 
And pale sits Isabel below. 
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There came a footstep through the place; 
There hent a shadow o'er her face ; 

A man's yoice through the silence cried ; 
There, stood Sir Brian at her side ! 

'' So she is wed !* Ah Gbd ! " said he. 
And hisVoice was the voice of agony : 

** I dreamed — ^fond fool in heart and eyes ! — 
By noble deeds of high emprize, 

By reaping with my broad good sword 
Bed harvests of the heathen horde, — 

Thus faithful serving, true and well, 
That she might love me, Isabel ! 

Yain hope ! hence maidens unto me. 
Sisters in love, or nought shall be ! 

I have loved once ! love vainly spent — 
Farewell, sweet sister ! " and he went. 

Only a brother's love I She heard 
Her death-note in his farewell word ; 

And lone, through her chamber lattice-bar, 
Watched Isabel his bark afar. 
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V. 

A year : and a knight lay maired, and dead, 
Stark, in the rain from overhead, 

Unwept, and gashed, in a heathen land, 
His good sword shivered in his hand ! 

A year : and the grass was green and deep. 
Where a maiden slept death's dreamless sleep, 

'Neath a graven stone, whose word might tell 
That the sleeper there was — Isabel I 

B. N. C, OxFOBD. ^ F. E. W. 
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|*^HE maiden was young and the maiden was fair, 
So she laughed in her careless glee ; 
" My lord must bring me the gift most rare, 

That hopes to wed with me : 

Bring your beauty, your gold, and your pedigree, 
Young gallants, if ye would come courting to me." 

night all clad in bis armour gay 

D the morning light did ride — 

p, damsel, up ! we must away ! 

^or thou sbalt be my bride." 

** Now nay, Sir Knight, shall I wed with thee 
For the light that gleams in thy panoply?" 
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A peer stood there, when the sun was high, 

With castles and lands a score, — 
" I'll give thee my wealth for a single sigh ! 
And who could bring thee more ? " 

** Now nay, fair lord, shall I wed with thee 
For the beauty that dwells in field and tree?" 

A lad at eve stole out of the town 

To gaze in the lady's eyes ; 
And alack ! she forgot to cast them down, 
So they looked their soft replies — 

'* Ah, me ! fond youth, I must wed with thee 
For the wealth of love that thou bringest me." 

Balliol. X. 
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lOPT songs, that torn to wailings in the air. 

Lips sweet with poison, kisses cold as death, 
The gleam of shoulders free and golden hair, 
Love-sighs of hitter hreath. 



The groves of sin, with purple berries bright, 
Wherefrom drops slow the juice of poison fell ; 
Gloom, cloven far by splintered glare of light,— 
The paradise of hell. 

No clear cool shadows tremble in the sky, 
No fair dews consecrate the crumbling soil ; 
Dim forms in drifting smoke whirl madly by. 
Their dance a joyless toil. 
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Great chiefs, whose fame can rouse dull hearts to arms ; 
Great bards, whose song can sway most steadfast mood ; 
Fair women, pitiless, whose languid charms 

Have drenched the world in blood. 



No tender thoughts of life and love are there, 
No dreamy sighs for passion free from pain ; 
Mean tinselled rags are all our garments rare, — 
Our fairest hues a stain. 

The dawn of love, when life and hope are young ; 
The dear doubt trembling in a maiden's kiss ; 
All, all that man e'er felt or poet sung, — 
Is it but this — ^but this ? 

Balliol. 
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5OFTLY smile the sunset skies, 

And tlie boat bounds fast o*er tbe fresbening seas ; 
* Tbe stout mast bends, tbe brown sail fills. 
And tbe stem-sbeet strains witb tbe following breeze : 
Leap out, brave boat, for tbe skies are red. 
And tbe cbildren at borne are crying for bread. 



Tbe wbite moon rises full in tbe east 
Over a cloud-bank beavy and low. 

And one, and two, faint stars come out, 
And cheerily still tbe swift winds blow : 

Leap out, brave boat, for tbe skies are red. 

And tbe cbildren at home are crying for bread. 
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Oh I fierce are storms at the midnight hour, 
And the wild waves roar like beasts at play : 

Was it the wind that made her start 
Pale from her pillow, and shudder, and pray ? 

Her foot was light, and soft her tread, 

But the children turned in their peaceful bed. 

Slowly comes the dreary dawn, — 

Wind and waves, wiU they never tire ? 
Weary eyes at the cabin door, 

Weary hearts by the dying fire. 
The morning skies are cruel and red, 
And the children at home are crying for bread. 

Balliol Coll., Oxpobd. 0. 
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SEEN FLOATING IN THE CANAL. 
By Mr. A. C. S b. 

^N the stir and tlia tumult of nations, 

'Mid the wrestlings of right and of power, 
"It is good to lay hold upon Patience 
And sit by her side for an hour ; 
Apart from the world and her wonders, 

In a garden of poppies to wait, 
And list to the tremulous thunders 
Of the chariot of Fate. 

carcase not fragrant but fetid ! 

wave whither all things are shot ! 
dogs not in honour, but treated 

As of brutes the most rotten that rot I 
moment not gladsome but gloomy, 

When the threads of our Fates intertwined ; 
sepulchre, spacious and roomy 
For thee and thy kind ! 
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Thou wert fair ere the doleful disaster, 
Firm thy muscles, thy bones featly set, 

And they moved at the voice of thy master 
Though obedience were tinged with regret. 

What moved him, old dog, to thy slaughter, 
To cast to the pike and the eel ? 

When o'er thy bright form closed the water 
No remorse did he feel ? 



Dost thou dream in the night of existence 

'Mong the things that have been and but seem, 

Of thy passionate pulseful resistance 

To the cad that consigned to the stream ? 

Dost thou dream, when of terriers the gamest 
Thou didst leap from the leash to be freed, 

And the blood of the rats thou o'ercamest 
Besprinkled the mead ? 

By the maidens who love us and flatter. 
By the maidens who flout us and jeer. 

By the friends who but bore with their chatter. 
By the others whose chatting can cheer, 

By the tutors who woefully work us, 
By the tutors who don't in the least, 

We adjure thee, respond out of Orcus, 
Unfortunate beast. 
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The desire of an aimless flirtation 
Is more than the wisdom of years, 

Though weVe tasted its utter nugation, 
Light laughter and fiigitive fears. 

For the lords of terrestrial treasures 
Afflict us and rack us with pains, 

And we fly to the palace of pleasures 
Forgetting their chains. , 



And we smile pressing hands in the dances, 
And we feign what we give not nor take, 

And indulge'in the gleaming of glances 
Though the heart is as cold as a snake. 

As lovers, though loving not truly, 
We are filled with the fire of the eyes 

And with langours and laughs that unduly 
Depress and surprise. 

We are tender and warm in the twilight. 
But the day finds us tuneless and old ; 

Till equally low light and high light 
Have faded from field and from fold. 

For the world hath in humbug abounded 
Since the fiends bade the game to begin, 

And the motto hath ever resounded, — 
* Let those laugh that win.' 
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Like Lady Macbeth or like Pontius, 

'We wash us, of these to be rid ; 
For sadly the soul is subconscious 

That the fitness of things doth forbid. 
But the water of Leth^ were powerless 

To cleanse from the rust of the years, 
And the heavens are sultry and showerless 
And the eye hath no tears. 

Shall we e*er know what At^ intended, 

Libitina and Clotho to boot, 
When on Sunday three 'varsity men did 

Encounter the corse of the brute ? 
Oh why, as they walked in their wisdom, 

And cramped with conventional togs, 
Were they brought into contact with his doom, 
Defunctest of dogs ? 

From the sides of the dogs of the Dorians 

Fur has fallen, but fur is on thine ? 
Ah, where shall we find the historians, 

In their pages to give thee a line ? 
Where are they — ^Macaulay or Lingard — 

Thy tale and thy troubles to write ? 
Would they touch and cry "faugh!" as they 
fingered ? 
Would they turn from the sight ? 

VOL. XI. H 
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Thou shalt change, and the rot and the canker 
Make mock of thy beauty and bloom ; 

Thou shalt swell with thy gases, and ranker 
And ranker shall grow thy perfume. 

We shall fade, and diminish, and perish. 
As the Hours and the Fates shall decree, 

But tiU then in our bosoms we cherish 
Eemembrance of thee ! 

EREMrS. 
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3LY morning, calm and sweet ! 
Day of rest for weary feet, 

When the sense-gates open wide, 
And a glory is descried 
Streaming through, unearthly fair. 
On our darksome world of care. 



Day by day from hope we wander, 
Vainly question, vainly ponder ; 
But the Sabbath brings again 
Best and solace in its train, 
Best from seeking, ease from strife, 
Nobler hopes and purer life. 



VOL. XI. 



h2 
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If this early trust was vain, 
Let it pass in scathing pain : 
Let me look, with undimmed eyes, 
On a life of vain surmise : 
Let the magic gleams of youth 
Fade into the sun of Truth. 



But the quickening soul, that heat 
With a strange supernal heat, 
But the aim that would not stoop, 
Let not these grow dim and droop : 
If the promise cannot live, 
Let new hopes new life-hlood give. 

Vain, ah vain ! The plant must die 
If the feeding roots are dry. 
Weary hearts are growing cold, 
And the world is growing old. 
Surely there is warmth above : 
Surely life was bom of Love. 

Balliol Coll., Oxford. 
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(FROM SCHILLER) 



N the free-blowing tops of the mountains, 

Under the noonday shine, 
In the genial sunbeam, Nature 
Brings forth the golden wine. 




None know how the mighty mother 
Works on her lonely hill : 

Unfathomable her labour, 
Inscrutable her skill. 



Like a child of the sun it sparkles. 
Like a well of fiery light, 

And into the cask it bubbles. 
Purple and crystal-bright. 
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It gladdens the sensed, and into 
Each heart with itself at strife 

It pours hope's balmy gladness. 
And a new desire of life. 



But on our Northern zones 
All coldly the sunbeams shoot ; 

They can only colour the leaves, 
They can never mellow the fruit. 



Yet we Northern men must live,- 
Ay, and enjoy life too ! — 

So we have invented a wine 
That never in vineyards grew. 

'Tis pale, the libation we offer 
On our little home-altar here : 

What vigorous Nature supplies 
Is ever blooming and clear. 



But cheerily into the goblet 
We ladle the muddy flow, 

Though Art is the gift of Heaven, 
It may borrow our earthly glow. 
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Free-given to its joyous working 
Are boundless realms of strength ; 

Till from old it goes to new, 
And becomes creative at length. 



The leagued elements' selves 
Dissolve at its lordly behest, 

And it mimics with earthly flames 
The might of the sun-god blest. 



Away to the Fortunate Isles 
It drives the good ship forth, 

And the golden fruits of the South 
It pours on our chilly North. 



And BO for a sign and a symbol 

I take this fiery charm. 
What a man can do for himself 

With a will and a sinewy arm. 

Balliol Coll., Oxford. July, 1864. 
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^OW grand the roofless ruin seems, 

Vaulted with clouds of fretted fire ; 
^Could I but hear its stately dreams 
Of knight and abbot, son and sire. 




Here sister-columns rush aloft, 

Clasp hands with slender arms festooning : 
Beyond, in charmed silence, soft 

Pale stars through mist and glow are swooning. 



All round the prying ivies crowd, 

Kow shuddering low, now closer creeping ; 
Above cling shrubs with long leaves bowed, 

Like draped folds of banners sleeping. 
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Once more the large west window glows, — 

In rosy richness glows and moulders ; 
The bold full flood its radiance throws 

Upon Sir Guy on' s weathered shoulders. 



Sir Guyon ! some old baron scarred, 
Low-browed and bearded, strong and savage, 

Who spoiled his vassals, pillaged, warred. 
And did his threescore years of ravage. 



At last when beggared, outlawed, banned. 
His famished flef could not maintain him. 

To Mother Church he left his land, 
And turned his vengeance on the Paynim. 



And so he died : God grant him grace ! 

They crossed his legs, and had him sainted ; 
And for him stood this holy place. 

Till Wolsey had its head attainted. 



Then went the land, and went the gold, 
Last hope of Darceys, Guyons, Dacres : 

Bluff Harry seized the marks, and sold 
Or gave in fee St. Guyon's acres. 
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With risen roof their abhey stood, 

At shameless light their cloisters wondered : 
A beggared outcast brotherhood 

With sorrow each from each they sundered. 



So no more fast the orders strict, 
No more the jolly monk carouses ; 

St. Francis and St. Benedict 

Are fallen with their fallen houses. 



And now the mosses tuft its base, 
Its oriel blind, and arches hoary ; 

But still kind evening gilds the place 
With something of its olden glory. 



And oft the hazy-girdled moon 
Adown, like haloed virgin, gazes ; 

And ghostly breezes chant a tune, — 
A mellow tune of griefs and praises : 



Praises, that though the sects are ranged 
In strife that man from man estranges, 

Though rites are changed, and creeds are changed, 
The heart of Nature never changcis. 
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Grief, that we must the laws fulfil, 
Which mirth from growing wisdom sever, — 

That merrie Englande may not still 
Be merrie Englande, and for ever. 



That we should render unto Cajsar 

His dues : hut toss a paltry groat to 
Poor Mother Church, — ** One shilling fee, sir, 

'* And would you please to huy a photo ? 

" A shilling is the landlord's fee, 

" A pretty business here he's doin* ; 
** And for ourselves, we sell, you see, 

** The photographs of this here rutn." 

What ! has he ?— Ha ! I see it all,— 

England' 1^ old foe, the money-changer ; 
This hound can't wallow in the stall. 

But he must too begrudge the manger. 

Farewell, then, ruins picturesque, 
Farewell, my dreams of aisle and abbey : 

These lords of ledger and of desk 
Are not too lordly to be shabby. 

Trinity Coll., Oxon. E. B. 
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SWEET face, across the Northern waves, 
That came in' dreams of stranger lands, 
'I slumbering where the blue lake laves 
Lovely Lucerne's low-rippling sands, 
And smiling on my fevered sleep 
Calmed it to quiet rich and deep. 



Soft hands, that lingered tremulously, 
While one short minute fled, in mine : 

Pale lids, in dream-obscurity 
Down-drooping over eyes divine : 

And careless freedom of the tongue 

That all my soul to rapture strung. 
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In the cold positive light of day 
I may not look upon thy face, 

Unworthy I to more than pray 

For thy sweet soul to Heaven's grace : 

To link thy name with mine in prayer 

Seems to me almost sin to dare. 



But in the gentler light of dreams, 
The starry life of sweet-browed Night, 

Come often, when the Sleep-land beams 
Illume my heart with Memory's light ; 

Come, let thy soft hand's light caress 

Make Eden of my loneliness. 

Lucerne, 24th August, 1864. 
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^T was a time too sweet to last, 
'Tis fled past all regaining ; 
?or fairest flowers are soonest past, 
The scents alone remaining. 




Then, ere the cherished scenes I lose, 
Quick, ere one tint grows fainter ; 

Let willing fingers fix the hues. 
And Memory he the painter. 



Ii^ boyhood's days, when I was given 
To croaking less than croquet ; 

When free I drew the breath of heaven, 
Unpent in chambers choky. 
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I met — in which of all our parks, 
And how, needs no reminder ; 

Suffice to say, her eyes were sparks ; 
I caught like so much tinder. 



"We talked of poetry and prose, 
Of music, home and foreign ; 

She seemed as natural as a rose. 
And bright as any florin. 



Sifns Eeeves she thought must beat Lablache ; 

She could not fathom Browning : 
"We both had heard the " Eanz des "Vaches," 

And both abhorred intoning. 



We sighed at our respective thorns 
In blackberries and Blackstone ; ' 

The death of Claribel she mourns, 
And I the birth of Caxton. 



She did not seem so vastly bored ; 

At least I thought so, fondly : 
But stem mamma, though both implored. 

Forbade round dancing roundly. 
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We played at billiards through the valse, 
And I kept always missiDg ; 

So-gTudged I those confounded balls 
Their everlasting kissing. 



We sauntered out to watch the stars ; 

Few were the words between us : 
Perhaps her eye discovered Ma(r)'s, 

But mine saw only Yenus. 



At supper we sat side by side, 
And pulled unnumbered crackers 

I got my fingers singed and dyed, 
For fear that she should black hers. 



" The scarlet leaves in yonder vase," 
Said she, ** are lovely, very :" 

I plucked them, and had scorned to pause. 
Had they been upas berry. 

Tou came, you saw, and for a freak, 
Tou conquered in one short night ; 

Tou made me blessed for a week. 
And desperate in a fortnight. 
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Yet still whene'er your hand I press, 

You do not turn away, love ; 
And, though you ne'er have answered, * Yes,' 

You have not said me nay, love. 



So let me then on memories live. 
And now and then behold you ; 

And if your heart's not yours to give, 
Sure, I'm the last to scold you. 



My boyhood's dreams may vanish, but 
How dear the hand thiat mars them ! 

The gates of Eden may be shut ; 
Still, 'tis an angel bars them. 




TOL. XI. 
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A FRAGMENT. 




^E turned him to the people. Old and young, 
Graceful as groups in sculpture, round him hung. 

' Beyond, were crested helms, — ^the bold array 
Of some proud souls whom chance had brought that way: 
Next came the wondering citizen : more near, 
The mantled sage in attitude to hear. 
A mother next her clamorous babe begmled. 
And whispered words, and drew it close, and smiled. 
While still the foremost, Httle children pressed, 
Lambs of the fold impatient to be blessed ! 
As if they saw, through Heaven's high gate, the band 
Of infant-martyrs wave a beckoning hand : 
As if, prophetic, (for such things have been), 
They read at once that saintly brow serene : 
Drank the glad tidings which his Up prepares. 
And knew the message was for hearts like theirs! 
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** 1^'ot mine," — ('twas thus or somewhat thus it ran, 
When at the last the heavenly strain hegan), 
"Not mine the wish, ye glorious hearts, who dwell 
Where falls the shade of yon proud citadel, — 
Not mine the thought, when here these footsteps came, 
Of some strange God to vaunt the foreign name.* 
Yet, — for I stand in Athens, — know that here 
Whatever is holy men hold passing dear, — 
At least in Athens may these lips he fain 
To speak of things revered in reverent strain ! . . . . 
Marked ye not all, a moment since,^ a stone 
Graved with this legend, — < To the God unknown'? 
(0 golden record of some heaven-taught mind, 
StiU • feeHng after ' what it failed to find !) 
Ye men of Athens, 'tis of Him I tell ; 
That 'unknown God ' — whom I know passing well!" 

Much wonder grew ; for straight the Stranger told 
How men were fashioned in a common mould. 
Not here and there a race of loftier birth. 
The self-sown harvest of their mother earth ;° 



• Acts xvii. 18. 

b « He was brought perhaps up the steps of rock, which are the 
natural access to the summit from the Agora below, in which he had 
been conversing," &c. "Wordsworth's Atticay p. 75. 

« Alluding to the well-known boast of the Athenian people. 

i2 
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None spniog from yonder plain, — how much soe'er 
The heart yearned back to all it looked on there : 
Noy nor had these, the men of Athens, been 
Lords from the first of that ancestral scene. 
But prophet-like, he told them what was done 
' In the beginning,' — when the Almighty One 
Fashioned ' the man ;' and from his sleeping side 
Drew in a blessed sacrament his bride :^ 
And as the rivers trace their thousand rills 
Back to some fountain, high among the hills, 
So men of every aspect, every hue. 
From that one pair life's crimson current drew ! 

He told beside, through six primaeval days 
How Night and Morning quired Creation's praise : 
Told of the shout,* when, from the Almighty Hand, 
Star after star, as perfect wisdom planned. 
Shot through the Empyrean ; till the night 
Glowed like the day, with orbs of living light. 
** And judge!" (he cried,) "should He of whom I tell, 
Deign in a temple * made with hands,' to dwell,^— 
Though sculptures wrought by Phidias deck the shrine, 
And wondering nations deem the work divine ? 



^ See the notes to Nowell's Catechitmus, p. 169. 
• Job zzxviii. 7. 
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Judge ! for the worlds are every one His -own, 

The earth His footstool, and the sky His throne :' 

Judge ! for His wisdom fixed for evermore 

The shining limit of each furthest shore. 

To all His creatures gave a several time, 

Assigned to each a country and a clime :» 

Wide o'er the waste left Scythia's sons to roam ; 

Made huming sands the Lihyan's joyless home ; 

Gave to the North a canopy of cloud, — 

A sunless landscape and a snowy shroud ; 

Ye men of Athens ! kinder far to you, 

Gave yonder rock, and yonder mountains hlue I 

How would ye name Him ? how should He be named, 

Whom purest lips may scarce express unblamed ?^ 

What ! will ye mould a feature, — carve a limb, — 

Bow down, and call a senseless idol — Him?" 

Then, with a burst of thrilling words, which came 
Quick, — gushing, — sudden from that soul of flame, 
With altered manner and with anxious eye, 
He told a tale of wonders yet more nigh. 
In these last days, how God Himself had been 
Content to dwell in this created scene : 



' Isaiah Ixvi. 1, 2,— quoted in Acts vii. 48, 49, 
s With Acts xvii. 26, compare Deut. xxxii. 8. 
*» Isaiah vi. 6, 7 ; Job xxv. 6, 
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Content, — the Maker of the Worlds, — ^to be 
A man like us ; — that so, in turn, might we 
Become like Him !^ 

" For this, alone, He wore 
Our mortal flesh, — our human frailties bore ; 
For this, His hands and feet, His blessed head, 
Sad suffering drops of bitter anguish shed : 
For this. His side was pierced, — that thence might flow 
A healing fountain for our heavy woe ! 
He drained Life's cup ; He bowed Him down ; He passed 
Through the dark portal of the grave, at last : 
And all, that we in after days might rise 
When the glad shout shall rend the impatient skies, 
Like Him victorious over Death and pain. 
Who lived and suffered, — died and rose again ! 

** The night is wellnigh spent : the world fulfils 
Her season. On the everlasting hills 
Bright bums the day-star l^ Yet a little more, 
And all that lets will be for ever o'er l^ 
Already flood and fell, — ^the trees, — the stones, — 
With deep, deep anguish all Creation groans !' 



' St. John i. 12 ; I. St. John iii. 1 ; II. St. Peter i. 4, &c. 
J Romans xiii. 12. ^ Hebrews x. 37. 

^ Romans viii. 22. 
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She spums her fetter. Through impatience strong, 
The shrouded Saints are crying — * Lord, how long ? '" 
I see a great Throne set : the Book of Fate 
Lies open ; and * the dead, both small and great/ 
Stand before God I*" He comes, of Whom I told, 
In clouds of purple and with light of gold. 
* Ten thousand times ten thousand ' swell His train, 
And falling stars confess His coming reign.*" 
Wake while ye may,— or sleep for evermore ! 
The great Judge stands already at the door.P 
What ? will ye slumber till the day of doom 
Dispels your darkness ? shall the dull cold tomb. 
More quick to hear, more keen to feel, than you. 
Yield up its dead, to prove the warning true ?'*i 



He said, and ceased. To some, his language seemed 
The wildest dream which e'er enthusiast dreamed. 
To some, unwelcome as a passing-bell 
On marriage-mom, his words of warning fell. 
While others, coldly, all his might defied, 
As rocks that stem the whole Atlantic tide, 



™ Revelation vi. 10. ^ Revelation xz. 11, 12. 

o Revelation i. 7 ; St. Matthew zzv. 31 ; St. Jude 14 ; Mark 
xxiv. 29, &c. 

p St. James v. 9. 
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Heaped, — deaf and sullen, ^-on some joyless shore. 
Where all night long the restless billows roar. 

But some there were of loftier sort who heard 
With thirsting spirits every spoken word. 
Some few, of nobler kind, whose eyes had caught 
The hazy outlines of a grander thought 
Than yet their hearts had harboured. These men saw 
'Twas truth, but dimly ;' and were dumb with awe. • . . 
Just so the sailor, whose intrepid bark 
Ploughed the broad ocean while the world was dark, 
Sometimes, when morning streaks the misty skies. 
Sees all in front the cloud-capped mountains rise. 
A giant landscape girds a tranquil bay, 
"When land was deemed a thousand leagues away. 
Falls then the anchor, — ^and the sails are furled,-^ 
And mute, he wonders at the new-found world ! 

One too there was more pure than all the rest, 
(Be sure that spirit warmed a woman's breast !) 
Who, cold and careless, with the concourse came ; 
A mother she, and Damaris her name : 
(A youthful mother, — all bereft of joy, — 
Whose heart was buried with her only boy I) 



' Acts xvii. 34, 
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On her the speaker wrought such change as when, 
Kissed by the dew, the lily lives again. 
What ? shall she yet, in after days, embrace 
Those tiny limbs, and scan that darling face ? 
Feel round her neck that little loving arm ? 
Drink from his lips the kisses soft and warm ? 
Bring back the smile his eyes were wont to wear, 
And pass her fingers through his golden hair?. . . . 
rapture ! from this hour her tears shall flow 
As oft in sweetness as they used in woe. 

No more ! The hills grow dark. The purple day 
Dies in the West. So ebbs a world away ! 
A world of wonder, — where, to do and dare, 
Men deemed their very birthright : and the air 
Brought inspiration : and the starry eye 
Of Wisdom ravished every passer by. 
So ebbs that world away ! Mankind will turn 
Henceforth to gaze where brighter glories bum : 
Turn from the tale of Athens and of Rome, 
To pine like children for their proper home : 
And oft will start if some chance-uttered name 
Recalls the clime from which the Apostle came — 
The fearless Saint, who on Mars' hill unfurled 
Salvation's banner to a ruined world ! 

Tea, to the heart how passing dear the boast 
Of distant Judah's half-deserted coast ! 
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Not all that Nature, all that Art hath planned, — 

Yea, when they wrought like sisters, hand in hand, — 

So charms the spirit as the barren waste 

His footsteps hallowed, and His presence graced ! 

Soar up, ye surpliced Alps, and bid the soul 

Bow at your feet ! ye ancient rivers, roll ! 

And ye, green valleys, — ^by the breath of Spring 

Made passing lovely, — clap your hands and sing ! 

Wave your proud tops, ye woods ! In vain, in vain, — 

The heart is fettered by a nobler chain. 

The hills that stand round Salem, — Jordan's wave, — 

The fields He trod, who came to seek and save ; — 

The trees whereby He sorrowed, — these have grown 

Dearest of names the heart hath ever known. 

Yea, were the answer claimed of ^nortal breast 
On all the globe what nook it loved the best ; 
To what one scene its musings oftenest turned 
When faint and low the fires of gladness burned ; 
Full well I wot the answer men would make : — 
** but to be, where Galilee's pure lake 
Lies lapped among the mountains ! far more 
Than aught beside, to pace that silent shore : 
To watch the waves whereon the Son. of God 
Once walked ! to tread the very soil He trod ! 
Gaze on the scene which met His constant gaze, 
And live the life of those departed days !'',... 
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*Tis the heart's language ! Where He deigned to dwell, — 
Did wonders, — and, in deep, dark parable, 
Spake to the crowd; so often sailed the deep, 
And bade at last His Bishops feed His sheep ; — 
There would one be ! The thought of that blest spot 
Must haunt the soul till Life itself is not : 
Cheer to the last, — light up the dying eye, — 
Win the last smile, and prompt the latest sigh ! 

Oriel College (1860), John W. Burgon, 
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|Y Spouse hath crowned my brows with jewels rare ; 

The Lamb hath made me meet to be His bride ; 
For me the servants of the Xing prepare 
A throne of glory at my Master's side. 




My Spouse hath crowned my brows with jewels rare ; 

who was I, that I should find such grace ? 
who was I, to be so honoured there, 

And so exalted in that happy place ? 



My Spouse hath crowned my brows with jewels rare ; 

And He hath washed my soul, and made it clean ; 
My Love hath made me, like Himself, all fair, 

And wiped out every spot where sin hath been. 
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My Spouse hath crowned my brows with jewels rare ; 

His voice of love hath set my heart on fire ; 
Now He will give me bridal robes to wear, 

And satisfy my longing soul's desire. 



My Spouse hath crowned my brows with jewels rare ; 

He stands^ He waits, He beckons me above. 
Ishi ! my Husband ! I shall soon be there. 

Soon, soon upon Thy breast, my Lord, my Love ! 

WoBCESTEB Coll., Oxford. H. Horton Jordan. 




Digitized by VjOOQIC 



IMht ^ainbofa- 



rgHE calm of evening dotli the storm assail, 
^ij And bid the gales to die, 
"While from the zenith drops a sombre veil, 
And shrouds the eastern sky. 



Then slowly groweth on our dazzled sight 

An arch of myriad hues, 
Where, through the rain that splits the wandering light, 

The sun his radiance strews. 



strange and beauteous thing, of twofold birth ! 

Fit sign thou art of love — 
That partly springeth from the clouds of earth, 

And part from light above. 
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For early love is like the fiery red 

That decks the outer how ; 
And old love weareth, when the years have fled, 

The deeper tints below. 



But first, there cometh that sweet golden time 
That knoweth naught of care, 

When every tone rings like a festal chime, 
And every glance is fair ; — 



When this dull earth seems like a fairy isle 
That floats in summer skies ; 

And Heaven itself no dearer than the smile 
That brightens loving eyes. 

Ah happy days ! there falls a baleful shade 

To mar your golden sheen, 
Soon as the monster hath his power displayed 

Whose jealous eyes are green. 



Yet this at length shall yield to kindly blue 

If but the heart be pure. 
And seek from space, and ocean's depths a hue 

That bids true love endure. 
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And waning years that sober all things bright. 

May tone the blue to grey. 
But that shall linger till death's shadowy night 

Quench all the hues of day. 



ExBTBB Coll. 



G. B.K. 



^]^pigram; 




SMOKING-CAP is Lucy's gift to me ; 
How suitable for mj atito-da-fi ! 



Corpus Ch&isti Coll., Cambridob. 



S.A. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



^Hismn ia tht ^hmt ^nimn. 



NEED no optic instrument 
Your splendour to descry ; 
^But, with the Chamberlain's consent, 
ril use my naked eye. 



To this romantic bard it is 

Indeed a blessed boon 
To watch your sweetly-shining phiz 

Beneath Night's negro noon. 



TOL, 



With gods ere Titans void of worth 
Dared impious war to wage, 

Tou ruled, I'm told, a righteous earth 
Beneath the golden age. 

XI. 
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In record of your brief rigime 

A golden ray yoa fling, 
And, like those sovereigns men esteem. 

Are not^d for your ring. 



Ha ! ha ! phlogistic friend,* ei^cuse 
These gay remarks of mine : 

I wonder you should always choose 
To be BO saturnine. 



What sort of folks, I wonder, fill 
Your tiny-seeining sphere ? 

Oh I are they heirs to every ill 
That maddens mortals here ? 



Have men lumbago in their backs 
In your inclement clime ? 

And do they pay their income-tax 
Pour quarters at a time ? 



And do their bards address our earth, 
(If bards their bliss alloy,) 

In verses of as little worth 
As ours do you, my boy ? 
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However, now, I will to bed, 

And question you no more ; 
I would not have my Saturn led 
To think the bard a bore. 



The chiming clocks of rest remind ; 

My canzonet I'll close, 
And summon Somnus down to grind 

The organ of my nose. 

EzBTEB Coll., Oxpobd. E. W. C. 
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5IPPLING flows the rivulet 

To join the hriny ocean, 
Sweetly, lightly echoing 
The merry heart's emotion. 




Rippling speeds the sun's adieu, 
Kissing calm the hillow, 

Gently soothing it to rest 
Upon its ocean pillow. 



Rippling streamlet, rippling ray, 
Each by turn entranceth ; 

Thus mirth and quiet mingled, each 
The other's bliss enhanceth. 



Exeter College. 



W. J. S. 
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^ING to me, lady, sing 

A tremulous song of birds, — 
^Breeze-borne to welcome Spring, — 
A song of long-drawn lingering notes, 
Whose plaintive yearning harmony 

For ever floats 
In whispered sadness, melancholy sweet. 
siog that song with which the angels greet 

The coming of a little child, 
That crowed, and laughed, and left us 
While it smiled ! 
Sing to me, lady, sing ! 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



114 CoIUge |l^gmM. 

Sing to me while I lie 
And dream of love and death, — 
Sweet death ! while minutes fly ; 
Brief live? of changeful wildering joy, 
Wild hopes, and pains ennohling us, 
"Which leave no cloy, 
But rouse the God within us, seeking death. 
love! sing on, and weave thy dreamy hreath 
With wandering hase, and weird notes high. 
That rise in flames and tremble, 

And then die ! 
Sing to me, love, sing on ! 

G0KPU8 CuHisTi Coll., Cambridge. H. C. B. 
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l^jAjY lady sleeps ! Ye breezes, 
Onward, but gently fly, 
And, as ye pass, caress her. 
And breathe a lullaby. 




My lady sleeps ! Ye moonbeams, 
Bear down your angel train, 

To guard her well and truly. 
Until she wake again. 



My lady sleeps ! Ye kisses, 
I breathe, as light as air. 

Her ruby lips touch softly. 
And leave love's tribute there. 



ExETEB College. 



W. J. S. 
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JHAT is Hope? Say, doth it light 

The toilsome path to Fame ? 
Say, doth it make our darkness bright, 
Or is it but a name ? 




What is Hope ? Doth it inspire. 
When once its voice is heard ? 

Say, doth it call our nature higher, 
Or is it but a word ? 

What is Hope ? Doth it make love 

For ever to abound ? 
Doth it a sweet exhorter prove, 

Or is it but a sound ? 
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What is Hope ? Say, is its truth 
Id cherub's form displayed ? 

Is it a goddess fresh in youth, 
Or is it but a shade ? 

What is Hope ? Say, doth it bear 
A soul that knows not death ? 

Doth it the life immortal share. 
Or is it but a breath ? 



Bona Fzdi. 



TOL. XI. 
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J^HEKE'S a stir in the streets though it's hardly day, 
ll And the very same chorus begins, — 
"That vulgar old ditty, the Marseillaise, 
That was taught our good friends for their sins : 
It's the way of our masters, the citoyen Jacques^ 

So I really ought not to complain, 
But it's hard to be woke from my slumber so soon, 

When I never shall sleep again. 
But, mafoi! in an hour I shall leave th(?m behind, 

For, whatever the next world be, 
They will hardly, I think, be so wanting in taste 
As to put in this canaille near me. 
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Now, it's hardly worth while to remain in the world, 
, Which is full of such troublesome knaves ; 
All equals and brothers, or masters, forsooth I 

They were nuisance enough as our slaves ! 
Yet the farce for a time was amusing enough, — 

To watch how some squalid loon 
Was brother well met with the marquis in lace ; 

But it palled on one's taste very soon : 
And when I caught sight of Lamballe's fair head, 

I'd have given my soul to ride 
On the citizen rabble and Dames de Halles, 

With a score of good blade3 at my side ! 



To think of that angel of grace and pride 

A sport for these ruffians' feet. 
And that proud little head, with its halo of curls, 

The mock of the laughing street ! 
Oh ! a curse on humanity cruel and false ! 

Had the kiog but given the word, 
Each insolent citizen's body had been 

A sheath for a gentleman's sword ! 
Ah ! those brave old days of the Comte de Foix ! 

When, like an avenging wind. 
He rode through a legion of knaves like these, 

With a score of knights behind ! 
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Yet it's pleasant to think how these vagabonds hate 

The sight of a high-bred face, 
When they know that Equality's self cannot rob 

The peers of their well-bom grace. 
There sat Jockey Marat in the seat of the judge, 

And they howled when they heard him say, — 
" Let the prisoners doff hats in the name of the State ! 

And we smiled, and declined to obey. 
How they'll yell in an hour when they see us led off, 

With contempt in our lips and eyes, 
To show all the ruflSanly rout of the town 

How a Gascon gentleman dies ! 



There's a locket of hair that shall lie on my breast, — 

A waif of the days that have been, 
Of the bevy of beauties that shone at Yersailles, 

And laughed with the laughing Queen. 
It may be my life has been empty and vain j 

But I die as a hero might, 
Who closed a whole lifetime of glorious deeds 

With a death for the cause of right. 
With a step as firm as it was of old, 

When the Minuet de Cour I trod, 
I shall give my neck to the stroke of death, 

And my soul to avenging God. 

H. P. H. 
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^HE sunny beams fall warm, my love, 
On every blushing rose ; 
The hawthorn-scented breeze, my love, 
Along the meadow blows : 
So let's out in the flowery mead, my love, 

This Spring's most lovely day ; 
For thy cheeks are roses red, my love. 
And thy breath as scented May. 



The moon shines soft and clear, my love, 

And crests with silver sheen 
The trees along the mere, my love, 

And mossy floor between : 
So let's out in the star-lit mere, my love, 

This soothing Summer night ; 
For thy glance is soft and clear, my love. 

As the moonbeam's dreamy light. 

VOL. II. 
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The year is in the wane, my love ; 

The leaves fall thick and sere ; 
And are blown 'gainst the window-pane, my love. 

In the vengeful wind's career : 
So let's out in the old, old woods, my love. 

So brown, — so red, — so bare ; 
For thy cheek is of Autumn-red, my love, 

And of Autumn-brown thy hair. 



To-day the wind can't tire, my love. 

The rain comes pattering down ; 
We sit by the glowing fire, my love, 

And scorn the tempest's frown : 
So let's read some thrilling romance, my love, 

Of men, and maidens true ; 
For thou art a true romance, my love — 

I've read thee through and through. 

The snow's an ivory floor, my love. 

This crisp and crystal night ; 
And diamonds hang in store, my love, 

From every branch's height : 
So let's out in the frosty air, my love, 

'Neath the dome of spangles bright ; 
For thine eyes are diamonds rare, my love. 

And thy neck- so snowy white. 
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Thus in boyhood's Spring-time clear, my love, 

With all its sunny light ; 
And manhood's Autumn sere, my love, 

Till manhood's Winter night ; 
We'U e'er together roam, my love, 

Along that shortening way 
Which leads us to our home, my love, — 

That home of endless day. 

Emmanttbl Coll., Caxbbidge. L. 0. 0. 




]f2 
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•^0NG-8uffering sorrow is in their home, 

They are cut to the heart by many a thought, 
For they know whom they sent with the host to 
roam, 
But an urn, instead of the men they sought, 
An urn of du^t to their house is brought. 

And Ares, who barters the dead for gold, 
And holds the scales in the battle-fray. 

Sends home from the pyres by Ilion old 
A little dust in the urns, they lay 
In order, — ^and here are the men, they say. 

Dust for men I 'tis a mournful weight, 

Heavy to heart, though light to the hand ; 

Men sigh as they tell how their friend was great 
In battle, or else of his death, how grand ! 
For another's wife in a foreign land ! 

C. C. C, Oxford. H. G. 
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^HERE is a liaj)py place of flowbrs, 
A place of dewy deep cool grass, 
Where, in the warm of May's bright hours, 
I lie, and watch gray cloudlets pass. 
Wind-wafted, up the cloudless blue heavens clear. 
Like silvern swans upon an azure mere. 



And nigh, and lending all the shade 

And coolness of its blossomed trees. 
An orchard's gentle slopes are laid ; 
And faint, like faintliest-heaving seas, 
The tremulous waver of its thick grass is. 
My happy place of flowers is nigh to this ! 
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Kigh : sundered only by a hedge 

Of thickly-pleacli^d wilding-rose ; 
And under, runs a gentle ledge 
Of flowers and grass, wherethrough there goes 
A thread-like runlet to a rushy pool ; 
And this green ledge is where I lie in cool. 

For here upon a day I came 

(A day long, long, whiles laid in rest), 
The sun was but a dying flame 
And crimson bars were in the west — 
And One too came — a maiden with bright face. 
And this is why I loye this flowery place ! 

And once again she came ; and I 

Did tell her, in that happy place. 
Somewhat I learnt, I know not why 
Or whence, save that that soft sweet face, 
And gray blue eyes, and sunny hair that fell 
O'er her white breast, meseemed, had aome strange spell. 

And at my secret, slow did fall 

The delicate curtain of each eye ; 
And, sweet as sweetest madrigal 
Of song-birds was her faint reply. 
That told a secret like to mine, and wove 
Bound us gold glamour of a dream of love. 

« « « 

B. N. C, Oxford. F. E. W. 
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J^pring. 



^^np SAW the spirit of the Spring 
^1 ^ Deep-brooding o'er a leafless wood, 

Where erst gay-vested flowers had stood, 
And the blithe birds had wont to sing. 

But now no insect throng was nigh, 

No perfume floated on the breeze ; 

Only above the grand old trees 
Held rugged arms athwart the sky. 

I saw the spirit shed a tear, 

That fell upon the darkling ground ; 
And soon, methought, there was a sound 

Of bounteous rain-clouda rushing near. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



128 College SfegnttS. 

Soon by the warm sun gently kissed, 
The earth its ancient beauty found : 
A glow of verdure spread around 

Slowyi as beams that pierce a mist. 



The grass was fresher in the dale, 
The sun-lit hill was bathed in sheen, 
The stream ran bright through rushes green 

That bowed them to the whispering gale. 

Soft as a star at eyening hour 
The golden primrose shone : deep set 
In green repose the violet 

Smiled from beneath its leafy bower. 

There was no passion in the wind, 
But Heaven above and earth below 
Thrilled with a deep setherial glow ; 

Stem winter left no scars behind. 

So sympathy can make intense 
The springtide of a barren heart, 
And love's enkindling rays impart 

The bloom of thought to our numbed sense. 

Ch. Ch. W. 
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NGE more the forest aisles are green, 
And golden flowers deck the meads anew ; 
Again the warm sky paints the distant scene 
With its own hue. 



They tell me that the year is fair, 
And fairer than the last : if so it be, 
Then are the joys' that lighten otherst* care 
But griefs to me. 

The sad day fades to sadder night, 
While birds sing dirges to my weary ears ; 
My eyes, that should in Nature*s charms delight, 
Are blind with tears. 
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Nor would I, if I could rejoice : 
Sealed be my eyelids, when thou art not nigh, , 
And closed my' ears, that cannot hear thy voice, 
Nor ev'n thy sigh. 



Ah me ! the summer suns are cold 
Without thee, and the woodland blossoms die ; 
The streams reflect not, and dull clouds enfold 
The mocking sky. 

But though stem winter held the main 
In icy bondage, and the earth were drear ; 
Warm summer's gladness in my heart should reign, 
If thou wert near ! 



M 
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SPLENDID noon : a sky of purple light, 
Deep as a silent ocean, in whose midst 
The fierce sun glowed, and like a jewel clasped 
Her gauzy robes about the breast of Day. 
A noon without the shadow of a cloud, 
A noon of golden sheen and filmy haze, 
Of rising vapours and slow-falling smoke. 
No sound might break the quiet of the time. 
Save where a truant zephyr, half-ashamed 
To mar that perfect stillness, swooned and sighed 
About the court overcharged with richest sweets 
Of dreamy fragrance from the linden groves. 
Swayed to his breath the curtains, till light shades 
Danced tremulous o'er the marble still unhewn, 
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Whereby Alexis slumbered. Fairest son 

Of Hellas' prime, he slept beside the brim 

Of the still fountain ; with one hand he held 

The robe drawn backward from his breast, with one 

The lisping water toyed ; his parted lips 

Were musical with smiles, and restful lay 

The long dark lashes drooped o'er weary eyes. 

There slept Alexis, and the ivory gates 

Swung noiseless, and fair dreams sloped down to him, 

The virgin marble, that no hand had 'wrought. 

Took straight a hundred shapes of Nymph and Faun. 

A Monad languid with her weight of hair, 

A huntress-maid with slender lips and brows, 

A Daphne all aglow with haste and shame, 

A wild Cassandra eloquent in stone. 

Each followed each ; and fading passed away 

And died in air. At last Alexis sighed 

For too much joy : a ray of sunlight fell 

Athwart the stone^ that like a Memnon sighed 

Its new soul into being with sweet songs. 

Life, young warm Life, aglow with hopes and fears 

Stooped down and held a chalice to his lips. 

And murmured love and truth. The eager blood 

Swept through his veins, and flushed his rosy cheek 

To crimson ; Strength and Beauty vied to grace 

A form as fedr as Hylas' own, or his 

Who fills the vats with plenty to the brim, 
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When maids sing slowly 'mid the autumn vines. 

The chalice touched his lip, and all was changed : 

The sunlight died, the sun-born music fell, — 

The marble sudden-chilled was shaped anew, 

And Death stood by, o*erclad in shadows gray, 

And in her eyes despair and changeless calm. 

The sleeper shuddered at the cold, and moaned, 

As the wan 'v^ater lapped his drooping hand. 

Ah me ! fair boy, how brief is life and love ! 

How brief the glory of the fields or skies ! 

How brief the hopes of dawn, the sumptuous noon, 

And twilight trembling to the eternal dark ! 

Thine eyes shall feast on shadows cold and still, 

Thy warm blood freeze, thy lips forget to smile, 

That sweet voice quaver into tremulous sighs, 

Those strong limbs flit the sport of fickle winds. 

But see I the stone is changing. Death is fied, 

And in her place stands one with steadfast eyes, 

Love on his lips, lone sorrow on his brow, 

And tranquil purpose of far-distant deeds. 

He speaks, and all the silence grows more still : — 

** Self-sacrifice — to live for others' good, 

" Nor seek in prize or pride a mean reward : 

" Self-reverence — to honour the divine 

" Throned in thy breast, and keep it pure from shame*: 

** To know thyself, which is to be most wise : 

" To know thy God, which is eternal life : — 
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" This the true type of beauty, this troe joy, 
" More real than weary days of mirth and song : 
" This is my word, that shall not pass away." 
Thus spake the form, and speaking died to air 
Amid the summer sunlight, and was gone. 
Awhile the sleeper lay with close-set lips, 
And hand tight-clenched against the cruel world, 
As though in dreams he knew the days to be. 
Awhile he slept ; then rose, and all day wrought 
"Upon the marble, and for many days, 
From earliest mom to latest glance of eve, 
Till slowly dawned an Image in the stone — 
Faint semblance of his dream. Perplexed he strove. 
As one who labours with some mighty thought. 
Perplexed, but hopeful of some perfect end. 
Ah life for life ! One mom the statue stood 
Great, and exceeding fair ; but downward flung, 
As wom with toil, the sculptor slept in death. 

Full many a year has passed from weary men, 
Since that last smile was frozen on dead lips, 
More meet for young Life's kiss. Full many a creed. 
Reared high to heaven by anger, pride, and faith, 
Has howled its precepts forth 'mid clash and flame. 
Writ laws in blood, and strong in racks and bars, 
Or keener torments wrought on shrinking souls. 
Has reigned its little hour of pomp and pride. 
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To fall like Dagon, crushed before his God. 

Creeds live and die : yet ever broadening down 

The stream of Truth grows purer year by year, 

To reach the glory of the crystal sea. 

But think not ye, who mourn Alexis' fate, 

That in weird lands of mist and shade he dwells, 

Or by Gocytus' bank makes endless moan. 

Deem rather that a soul so strong, so pure, 

Strides yet from thought to thought, and climbs the steep 

To higher knowledge, there at length to leam 

The truth his own work dumbly strove to speak. 

Long since the statue crumbled into dust, — 

The form is dead, the Word shall never die. 

Balliol Oollboe. X. 
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ITJCIPPTJS, thou art shot through with a shaft 
That will not rankle long, yet sharp enough 
To sow a world of helpless misery 
In this unhappy kingdom ! Dost thou think, 
Because thou art a prince, to make a part 
Against my power ? But it is all the fault 
Of thy old father, who believes his age 
Is cold enough to quench my burning darts : 
But he shall know ere 'long, that my dart loose 
Can thaw ice, and inflame the withered heart 
Of I^estor. Thou thyself art lightly struck ; 
But his mad love shall publish that the rage 
Of Cupid has the power to conquer age. — 

Beaumont and Flbtchbr. 
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"EPOS TIMaPOS. 



Ep. — To yctf), u AcwiTTTTf, ^laropoc »ci/p€Tc 

■*- hapov fikv ov dcLKyovTi, Kaipl^ 5' ofxutc 
ffTTc/pciv, oflfv TrdyicXavroi' airoXavaei QipoQ 
il dvffTVxriQ j(diity Ij^e' Kal Tvpavvos wv 
ifwl ye ToXfi^c avTi\uv ; dXA' airioc 
6^ (f c^e^vo'ev, ^<mc biv }f/vj(p6c yepwv 
iriiroide TOLfxa (dirvp^ awofffiiaeiv fiiXri' 
Tax €i<r£rai he, Tohfiov wq oToy re ttwc 
•HtKEiv vavov To^evfia, mvayOey ffXiyeiv 
TO Necrrdpetov IjTop' kxp^frdriQ ye trv, 
6 5' efXfxavilQ &jraai drj\uf<Tei <rQiveiv 
'*EpufroQ ^(Tffov Kal to yijpag ayplov. 



Coll. Corp. Chbisti, Cantabrioi^. 
TOL. xi. 



S. A. 
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|HE King sits on his palace-throne ; 
Without, the winter winds make moan; 



"Without, the great waves, on the shore, 
And against the castle-basements, roar : 

And the King's sweet daughter looks out to sea : 
'* Miserere Domine ! " 

Far in the night's deep dark, all spent 
And marred, and with her canvas rent, 

Unseen of any a mortal eye, 
A brave bark rocketh heavily ; 

Now high, now low ! peace, thou sea ! 
Miserere Domine ! 
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They stand ; they utter never a word, 
The hehnsman and the ship's young lord : 

They feel the rushing wind and bleak, 
They feel the salt foam drench their cheek, 

They only strive to sight the shore : 

" Fools ! fools! *' the mocking billows roar. 

No star ! no helm ! no light ! no sign ! 

And the maimed ship welters down the brine ! 

The helmsman sees Sir Bertram gaze 

Through foam and wind, through night's thick haze. 

But he hears not what his lips let fall, 
(He only hears the breakers' call) : — 

*' God save me, and to thy dear feet 
Bring me, mine own sweet Marguerite ! " 

And loud is the ring of the shout of the sea ! 
Miserere Domine ! 

II. 

The red sun riseth from the foam, 
The storm is in his prison home ; 

And the sea runs lapping soft and sweet, 
(It will not harm thee. Marguerite !) — 

n2 
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Bans softly to her feet, where she 
Norseth a low head tenderly. 

The blood -goats trickle from his brow : 
where is Bertram's vigour now ? 

A broken bruised form he lies : 

" Ah Christ ! he never more will rise : 

" Ah Christ ! *' she weeps, " no more, no more ! 
The past is past : sweet love is o'er ! 

** No more, no more ! " Thereat fall oft 
His white face took her kisses soft — 

Took them, but gave them not again ; 
On thankless soil fell that sweet rain ! 

She moaned ; she gazed, she gazed and wept ; 
And closer to his bosom crept ; 

She felt to hers his cold cheek prest ; 
She felt no beating of his breast ; 

She kissed the brine from his cold mouth ; 
Her own was as the burning south : 

But kind forgetting came at noon. 
They found her lowly laid in swoon. 
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gently bear her to her bower ! 
Christ save her of His own dear power ! 

Can this be death ? So still lies she ! 
Miserere Domine ! 

III. 

The King sits on his palace-throne ; 

They have brought Sir Bertram, and laid him down, 

Mute, stark, and cold, before the King ; 
But the King's hard heart is watidering 

To the oath he sware (when to her feet 
Came Bertram wooing to Marguerite) : — 

* He ne'er should wed her, nor should stand, 
Save unto death, upon their land.' 

But, when he saw his marred sad face, 
Bos wrath did yield a little space ; 

And Sir Bertram to a cell they bare, 

And his half-crushed life, beneath their care, 

Came back, with strength to every limb; 
But the maiden heard no word of him. 
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So, on a day, by the King's command. 
He launched to sail to his own land ; 

Nor deemed one, through her lattice-bar, 
Did watch his canvas spread from far ; 

While, what though seeing, wist not she 
Whose bark's spread canvas flecked the sea. 

IV. 

Days ran, and on a morn, when May 
On flowery couch a-dying lay. 

Came over seas, unto her feet, 

A young knight, wooing to Marguerite ! 

And saying, '' Bertram lies in rest. 
And love is slain within his breast.'' 

In pleasure half, and half in rue, 

** I plight you my troth (she said). Sir Hugh I" 

So they were wed : and, when white gales 
Blew favouring, filling the stretched sails, 

Sailed home, in his good bark and fleet. 
Sir Hugh and Ladye Marguerite ! 
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V. 

Slow up the trumpets through the sky ! 
Shout, heralds, where ye stand on high ! 

Shout ! shout ! and let the sounds be heard ! 
'Tis tournament in Mordiford ! 

And scatter garlands at her feet, 
The Queen of Beauty, Marguerite ! 

" Hugh, my lord," she cries, '* I pray, 
enter not the lists to-day 1 *' 

" Have thou no fear, my ladye sweet, 
My timid trembling Marguerite ! 

" My heart is high, my heart is gay, 
And I will shiver a lance to-day ! " 



Enters the lists a stranger knight, 
His vizor hides his face from sight ; 

His armour sable, and his shield — 
A broken reed on azure field. 

** 0, who will shiver a lance with me ? '* 
Sir Hugh, he answers merrily, 
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" 0, I will flhiver a lance with thee ! '' 

— And they rode and clashed right furiously. 



Sir Hugh hath hurled him from his steed, 

But he kneels to staunch the wounds that hleed« 

" bear him to my ladye's bower ! 
Christ save him of His own dear power 1 

'' So brave a knight I ne'er did see. 
Miserere Domine ! " 

VI. 

The light is fading from his eyes. 
The stranger knight a-dying lies ; 

And a-near him Marguerite doth stand. 
Binding his wounds with trembling hand. 

His weak spent fingers vainly feel 
For somewhat 'neath his coat of steel. 

'Tis found ! the treasure of his care, 
A little lock of golden hair ! 

let him see it in his woe, — 
The lock she gave him long ago ! 
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One look ! his white lips scarce can stir, 
To bid his long farewell to her : 

One word ! so dear to him and sweet, 
He dies — and murmurs *' Marguerite !" 

VII. 

They laid him soft beside the sea, 
Where storm and shine come changefiilly. 

And o'er the shattered stranger knight, 
Sir Hugh wept as a brother might ; 

While who might say what anguish beat 
'Gainst thy fond heart, poor Marguerite ? 

They laid him in his nameless graye, 
A-nigh the washing of the wave ; 

Where oft came Marguerite to view 
His bed, whose name she only knew, 

And gaze upon his carven shield— 
A broken reed on azure field ! 

B. N. C, OxpoKD. F. E. W. 
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I. EUTHANASIA. 

<* Hie gelidi fontes, hie mollia prata, Lycori : 
Hie nemus : hie ipso teeum consumerer seyo.' 




KNOW a green and shady dell, 
The bound of fragrant leas ; 
^A drowsy streamlet murmurs through, 
Filled full with languid ease. 
In fiery Summer's wildest heat 

The stealthy-footed breeze 
Makes musical its cool recess 
"With hum of laden bees. 
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Ah, sweet ! and were you there with me 

To hear the May-birds sing, 
The trees would have a tenderer g^een, 

A fresher breath the Spring ; 
And all these weary thoughts would steal 

Away on silent wing, 
With self-fed flames, and sordid aims, 

And hopes that sadness bring. 



And there, when round thy soft sweet form 

My trembling arm was prest, 
And, like a dove's that sleeps, thy head 

Lay qtiiet on my breast ; 
And either sat with half-closed eyes, 

As if the spirit's rest 
Too pure, too holy were to be 

By rapture's looks expressed : 



Then, darling, while the gazing hours 

Unheeded slipped away. 
Sorrow and joy would melt in peace, 

To-day and yesterday ; 
The world would fade, the scarce-felt years, 

For all their tyrant sway, 
Mould graciously two loving hearts 

That breathed perennial May. 
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II. MY VALENTINE. 



' Tu ne quseaieriB (scire nefas) quern mihi, quein tibi, 
Finem di dederint, Leuconoe." 



^SK not, my queen, my beauty, 

What end the gods may give ; 
'I know nor love nor duty : 
Be still, and let us Hye. 
Bright youth is king of pleasure. 
Glad hours are round us now ; 
I weave their choicest treasure 
A garland for thy brow. 

Glad hours and sad go by me. 

And, as we drift along, 
All things of love shall fly me. 

All things of mirth and song : 
Even now that dark to-morrow 

O'ershadows all my way; 
I turn from coming sorrow 

To sun me in to-day. 
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What more, my queen ? Hereafter, 

"When you have long forgot 
Our pleasant days and laughter, 

And youth and joy are not. 
Lone Memory's sad sweet pleasure 

Shall charm as thou dost now. 
And weave her choicest treasure 

A garland for thy brow. 



Balliol Coll., Oxford. 
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PLAGUE fell on a mighty town, 

Death scythe-like mowed the people down, 
And on their foreheads stamped his frown. 



The sc3^^d horror smote them all, — 
From nobles in the purple hall 
To cattle feeding at the stall. 

The strong man lay just where he fell, 
Struck to the quick with sudden hell. 
Like one that's frozen by a spell. 

Dead women claspt dead babes in arms. 
Stiffened by Death's tremendous charms, 
Choked with the transport of alarms. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



^t fHs ^8^- '5> 



Then killing panic came — all fled. 
And left without a help or head 
The sick, the dying, and the dead. 

Save one bright maiden soul, and lo ! 
She wandered dove-like to and fro : 
Her presence was as absent woe. 

A Lily Lady, — pure and white 
Were all her garments, and a light 
Shone round her beautifully bright. 

White was her mantle, white her veil 
And bonnet, white and very pale 
Her face — ^like dream-looks in a tale. 

She closed the eyelids, kissed the cheek 
Of the departed, calm and meek. 
And she did whisper more than speak. 

The dying saw her noble choice, — 
Self-sacrifice, — and did rejoice 
To hear the murmur of her voice. 

A perfdmed censer in one hand, 
The other held and lightly spanned 
A solemn Book, and this she scanned. 
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Between the dying and the dead 

She stood, and from that Book she read. 

And on its pages teardrops shed. 

The tears fell on the " curse '* and " sword," 
And on the '' anger of the Lord/' 
And hlotted out each cruel word. 

So still the lily Lady prayed. 

She read and wept, the censer swayed, 

Until, at eye, the plague was stayed. 



Cakdidub. 
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JEYEE mind, boys, it's all for the good cause !"- 

And down he fell, stabbed through : 
' Slain fighting for an alien faith, strange laws, 
A land he never knew ; 
Slain 'neath our flag, beside an English gun, 
In the last moment of the victory won. 



The triumph-shout pealed round him ; sobs of joy 

Shook many a steel-clad breast ; 
The strong man paled and trembled like a boy ; 

The mother's arms caressed 
Her child in choking silence, while the shrill 
Glad pibroch every eye with tears did fiU. 

VOL. XI. 
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Yet there he lay, and smiled upon the hand 

That stabbed him to the heart, 
Smiled od the face, which at that calm command 

Had flushed with sickening start. 
And bent, and peered in his with searching eyes, 
And now was dumb with terrible surprise. 

He had borne all the labour ; through those days 

Aud nights of grim distress, 
"When hope had well-nigh fled, and all the ways 

Were thronged with pitiless 
Black faces line on line, and as food failed 
Men who had gone to death with laughter, quailed 

Before that awful choice, — ^their children, wives, 

And sisters, day by day, 
Dyiug of famine, or yielding up their lives 

On the spear-point, the prey 
Of murderous devils mad with lust and hate — 
And all they could do to stand still and wait ! 

And now all pain was past, the rescue come : 

But he shall never see 
That raptured meeting — for the sons of home. 

Storming to victory, 
"With erring stroke have given that true heart pause. 
'' Never mind, boys, it's all for the good cause 1'' 
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O England, mother of heroes ! all thj roll 

Is fair with glorious names 
Of thine own sons, partakers of thy soul : 

They, they are thine and Fame's. 
Spare yet an hour, amid thy tales of glory, 
To drop a tear^'er this poor Indian's story. 

Find yet a place upon that blazoned page 

For one whom neither tie 
Of blood, nor greed of fame, nor faith's high rage 

Led on for thee to die ; 
And keep that nameless memory green among 
The noblest heirs of English praise and song.' 

Balliol Coll., Oxford. 0. 
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Bel, ^jfimREAT griefs, I see, medicine the less ; for 
Gloten 
' Is quite forgot. He was a qneen's son, boys; 
And, though he came our enemy, remember 
He was paid for that : though mean and mighty, 

rotting 
Together, have one dust, yet reverence. 
That angel of the world, doth make distinction 
Of place 'tween high and low. Our foe was 

princely ; 
And, though you took his life as being our foe. 
Yet bury him as a prince. 
Gtji. Pray you, fetch him hither. 

Thersites* body is as good as Ajax', 
When neither are alive. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Whm i^mtt ^Abilum. 



XaOeo'O') JiQ ^OKifxog hi, Tpo<l>6c di ol Jjg liaaiXiaaa' 

tyBevQ, TOLv Zk koviv fjUavy oh hlx^i wdyreg CX*''^* 
evytyieg r' aycvctc re ccaaTTorec" AXXa Ppordiwiy 
&pi(re Twah' Ai^wg, htiva Oeog ahdaeaaa, 
fje PaaiXsvg, i^Opog wep ewV <r<pf 5' eZyra fuv iyQpov 
iiktaarrivy fiafrikii vvv aZ KoCKavari \£jfia. 

TioX. aXXdi fuv evBa 0^otc' yipoog U roi ^lo* law, 
at Ka reOyuaiVy QeptriTag xCt> dpaavg Atac- 
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Abt. If you'll go fetch him, 

We'll say our song the whilst. Brother, begin. 

lExtt Belariua.^ \ 

Gci. Nay, Oadwal, we must lay his head to the east ; 
My father hath a reason, for 't. 

Abt. 'Tis tme. 

Gui. Come on then, and remove him. 

Abt. So; begin. 

SONG. 

Girr. Fear no more the heat o' the sun, 

Nor the furious winter's rages ; 
Thou thy worldly task hast done, 

Home art gone, and ta'en thy wages \ 
Golden lads and girls all must. 
As chimney sweepers, come to dust. I 



Art. Fear no more the frown 0' the great ; 

Thou art past the tyrant's stroke ; 
Care no more to clothe and eat ; 

To thee the reed is as the oak ; 
The sceptre, learning, physic, must 
All follow this, and come to dust. 
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Av/c. at TV OiXec tyf^e ^priVf X^f ^^ V" XcyoiTfc ooc^v 

Opfjvoy kirdvaofiec' tv ^ ap\ w ^/Xoc, ^ipx^o OprfyiMV. 

UoX. oh jidv oi, Avjc/^a, ic£0a\av <55*, aXXa Tror' dw 
Xpi^ BefiivcW r<$3e Trarpi /xcXei iriiac* 

\vK, ycUy yttiXcc* corw y' 

IIoX. fi 5* ^yc ^1) ovv cpv fi€TadgQ. 

Avr. cyw' ^i^ev* 

GPHNOS. 

IIoX. ixfiKtTi rac fwXepai rdpfiei /3oXac &eX/o<Oy 
fifficiTi \ei/iiuyoQ ray aKoXatrroy v^piy. 

KCLjjLyeQ m& //iv, w 0/Xc 7ra«, vvv S* ot/Troica icd/iV£iC* 
o£fca^' e/3ac Kajiaruty o*iicade fiiadoy &.yi»>v. 

fi^KoKoy oh fi6vov 6.v^pay TroKv-^vtrutQ de icadaipeif 
Ku»pac ical KwptttQf wdyrac ofwv (nro^la. 



Av/c. fiYiKiTi TCiv OTvyepay ofpvy helfiaiye rvpdyyiity, 
iLv^pCjy fiif TV fiaXf) Ttivwr^ aTatrSaXla' 
rrivh firj rt <payfiy fxaXa idiBeo jjiri^i n ^wvijv, 

Ttivti TOi ^ycucsQ Koi ^pv€C IffoiraXeic* 
rviSc ffKfprTOvxoi (iaaiXeig, rwT^* ^ydoy laTpolf 
Tviii 0*000/* ffvydyei wavTac ofiov airohia. 
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GxTi. Pear no more the lightning-flash, 
Abt. Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone ; 
Gui. Pear not slander, oensure rash ; 
Ahv. Thon hast finished joy and moan : 
Both. All lorers young, all lovers must 
Consign to thee, and come to dust. 



Gtti. No exorciser harm thee ! 
Abt. Nor no witchcraft charm thee ! 
Gv£. Ghost unlaid forhear thee 1 
Abt. Nothing ill come near thee ! 
Both. Quiet consummation haTC, 
And renowned be thy graTe ! 



SHAKBIFBiLBB. 
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HoX, TTtCVtV firiKET^ CLKfikrfTOV hlfiaiVE Kipavvov, 
Avic. 'vav£v' Tciv artpoirav Xafiwada fiiiTi (ftoftev, 

IIoX. firidi rv rav <l>dovepav yXSurvav TpifjLe firide fiaralav. 
AvK. ovyl TV ')(pfi iriydevct xcLpfAaroQ ov\l rv 'xpii* 

IIoX. \ t\v irapa vag nc tpiav ttokL 6' eipeirai veoXala' 



::.] 



Avic. ) avXXiyei & t//a^apa iravrac ofwv owo^la. 



IIoX. firihelc K6X\oc ayrjp yXvicv re KvuxTtrovra Ki\tlri» 
Avjc. ^eivav QeviraLKihov <l>apfwxa fiii rv iradoiQ. 

IIoX. /ii}^' &p' OKOifiiiriav worloi o*' eiduiXa Kafioyrtay, 
AvK. /lY}^' &pa Trpwnrlirroi trafiaTi fiiiri Kaxdv, 

IIoX. ) X^^P^^* etiicaXov Kori^oie riXoc' vfifie dc 6varo(C 
Avjc. •' tplia aOayaroy irifivcrtj Moiaaj xXioC' 

Tbdiitt Collbob, Oxfobd. Yait Dbusbit. 
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CANTO I. 

J^lwra^WAS in the golden morning of the world's early 
birth, 
When the ever-blessed Grods 'mong men trode the 

yet sinless earth ; 
"When spring-tide was eternal, and o'er the unsown flowers 
The lazy Zephyrs winged their flight to cool the sunny 

hours; 
When lurked no yenomed serpent, no poisoned herbage 

grew, 
But fragrant buds and mellow fruits drank in the crystal 

dew; 
When neither sword, nor shield, nor helm through all the 

land were found. 
And happy mortals, free from care, harvested untilled 

ground. 
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In the cool vale of Tempe, that Region of Delight ! 

Where flows the ancient Peneus, beneath the Olympian 
height, 

'Tween banks of lasting verdure, where painted iris-flowers 

Droop o'er the spray that softly cools the summer's rosy 
bowers : 

Upon those banks the Satyrs lead forth the merry dance, 

And through the night, with glancing feet, around the 
meadows prance ; 

To bathe in those pure waters the frisky Nymphs repair, 

And by the mirror- wave comb out their hyacinthine hair. 

Those iinploughed uplands yearly Demeter crowns with 
com ; 

Those mountain-sides the unpruned vines with clustering 
grapes adorn ; 

On those smooth lawns the olive buds, peace symbol, fail- 
ing never ; 

Whilst fig-trees shed their bursting fruits around the 
nursing river. 

Ever the wild bee's honey drips from the scented oak ; 

Adown the mountain's craggy side leapeth the mountain- 
brook ; 

When day declines the she-goats flock with swollen udders 
home ; 

Around the nightly fold no wolf with whetted fangs may 
roam. 
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Throughout the lovely valley spreads Plenty, crowned 

with Peace, 
Amid the hills of Thessaly, the fruitful breasts of Greece ; 
Por all the earth holds fairest in Tempe's vale is found, 
Since Zeus, who loves his children well, hath blest this 

holy ground. 

There dwelt the lovely Daphne ; none might such beauty 

boast. 
As crowned the youth of that fair maid, through all Thes- 

salia's coast — 
Though Tempe's maids are brighter than the buds of their 

own lawns, 
And statelier than their mountain-pines, and fleeter than 

their fawns ; — 
To none of mortal maidens were e'er such graces given : 
Daphne in every part appeared the destined Bride of 

Heaven. 
Like asphodels that crown a bed of lilies dowered with 

snow. 
So feU her yeUow tresses above her dazzling brow ; 
Deep-shadowed golden Mnges drooped o'er her cold grey 

eyes, — 
So cold, fringed round with autumn reeds, Ascuris' water 

lies; 
And as she flew across the meads, where fawns and lamb- 
kins fed. 
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She scarcely pressed the tender herh, so airy was her tread. 

Alas ! that form so loyely enshrined an ice-cold heart : 

She yielded not, as other maids, to the sweet Love-God's 

dart; 
She knew not love, that passion that makes a Heaven on 
earth— 

From Heaven young Love descended : a Goddess gave him 
birth.— 

But Daphne loved the «nmmits of the purple^towenng 
hills, 

She loved the shores that girt the main, the meadow-feed- 
ing rills; 

She loved to walk in solitude amid the foliaged grove. 

For Nature's children, birds, streams, buds, were all that 
maiden's love. 

Or, when the summer wavelets kissed the hot summer 
strand. 

With whiter feet in solitude she pressed the whitest sand ; 

Or, when the moon of harvest sheened all the laughing seas, 

She loved to gaze on its bright orb, upon her bended knees ; 

Or, when around night's buckler the golden planets shone, 

With upturned eye, she wondering longed to fill a planet- 
throne ; 

And then, thought she, I should be free from all this mor- 
tal chain, 

And yet might view the loveliest spots which gem the 
earth's wide plain. 
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But best she loved, at noontide, on Ossa's height to stray, 
And, on the velvet lawn reclined, to dream the hours 

away : — 
The lowing of the cattle, the sheepfold's tinkling bell, 
Awoke the stilly silence that brooded o'er the dell ; 
Across the island-ocean the gently whispering wind. 
Laden with eastern perfume, in soothing concert joined ; 
And, as it kissed the wavelets, came a murmuring of the 

seas; 
And on its wings the dreamy hum of myriad-Bwailning 

bees; 
The wild-birds' concert, floating upon the distant hill. 
The throstle's full- voiced warble, the nightingale's sweet 

triU; 
Far down, came softly plashing the cool JBgean deep ; 
And every sound that rose around wooed the approach 

of sleep. 

CANTO II. 

Once, in the early dawning, on Ossa's eastern height. 
She watched the golden morning raise the curtain of the 

night; 
The Sea-God's amber horses, refreshed by receiit sleep, 
"With varied tints painted the waves, that flashed across the 

deep. 
Seaward the sky was rosy, then fiery-banded gold, 
While azure blending purple the higher heavens unfold; 
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Selene 'mid the breaking clouds was hasting fast away ; 

The merry Hours cast scented flowers upon the path of day. 

The God, Phoebus ApoUo, of beauty most divine, 

Approached amid those glorious rays, across the eastern 
brine; 

The dawn-star on his forehead broad her pale fair radiance 
sheds ; 

Around his ample shoulders a cloak the fleece-cloud 
spreads; 

Dawn gilds his auburn ringlets ; — dawn lights his violet 
eyes; 

The changing crimson of the dawn all his fair body dyes ; 

Just as when on some Thracian hill the new-bom spring- 
tide glow 

Flushes with rosy brightness the dazzling peaks of snow. 

Fair Daphne watched him coming ; she saw him from afcu" 

Step down in all his beauty frftm out the blazing car ; 

And now he stood before her ; and, as the hot words came, 

Each godly feature seemed to speak the ardour of his 
flame: — 

"0 Daughter of the Morning! long on this mountain- 
side, 

Long on the banks of Peneus, I've sought thee for my 
bride ; 

And now that I have found thee, though thou art ever 
coy, 

No mortal maid e'er spumed the love of Leto's Delianboy ! 
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A God, delightiiLg mortals, me the fair Leto bore, 
Beclining 'neath Mount Cynthns, on Delos' rugged shore, 
What time the morning wavelets, by scented breezes woke. 
Around the pleasant island in playful murmur broke. 
Then all the stars of morning together sweetly sang. 
And Goddesses' loud shouts of joy through farthest Heayen 

rang; 
For, seated on Olympus' steep, throughout the drearynight. 
They shouted with delight when I leapt forth into the 

Hght. 
I rule o'er many mortals whom Crete's fair towns contam ; 
O'er Athens, and ^gina. Queen of the island-main ; 
O'er ship-renowned Euboea, o'er Pelion's lofty peaks, 
O'er Lemnos, 'gainst whose portless shore. the ceaseless 

storm-wave breaks. 
I rule o'er Lesbos the divine, where the fleet "Wind-God 

dwells. 
O'er Naxos, Cnidos, Paros, where Samos' billow swells ; 
I rule o'er shadowy Tola, o'er Antigone's grove. 
But Delos, my own native home, is the dear land I love ; 
For there is my fair temple ; and there, with dance and song, 
The lonians, garbed in training robes, honour me all day 

long; 
And there my maidens sing me, among the tender kine, 
That pasture on the hills that frown across the barren brine. 
As round Cayster's eddies the white birds whirring float, 
They sing my ringing praises in many a silver note ; 
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Full oft the sweet-voiced minstrel my deeds of love inspire, 

As through, the sounding fanes he chants unto his clear- 
toned lyre. 

All mortals praise my heauty, my countenance is fair ; 

With me in symmetry no God or mortal may compare ; 

So doting mothers often pray to Juno giving joy, 

Their little sons may he as fair as Leto's Delian boy. 

"When I go to Olympus the Gods rise from their seats, 

And Zeus himself, with brimming bowl, his best-loved off- 
spring greets. 

He, in whose love all heaven and earth delight, for thee 
doth bum ; 

Mis love, maiden, thou wilt not, or willing durst not 
spurn ! " 

The God, with hot love glowing, thus the cold maid 

addressed ; 
As thunderbolts on winter waves those words feU on her 

hreast. 
Then answering, thus spake she : " My heart is ever free, 
Free as the hills and streams I haunt ; I yield it not to 

thee." 

Then thus the God : " maiden ! thou canst not spurn 
my prayer ; 
A God! a suppliant clasps thy knees! — knees divinely 
fair! — 

VOL. XI. p 
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Thou wilt not Bpum me from thy feet I thou canst not, 

beauteous maid ! 
What God to any mortal hath ever so humbly prayed ? " 

Again from her God-lover the maiden turned away. 
Then to his lyre, with love afire, Apollo sang this lay : — 
And at that strain, along the plain, from mountain, glen, 

and flood, 
The forest children flocking came, and in amazement 

stood : — 
" Oh ! as some weary pilgrim, toiling o'er sun-trod bill, 
Espies, amid the arid sand, some silver-gushiag nil ; 
Then, rushing headlong, casts himself into the tiny river ; 
Drinks endless draughts of that pure stream, as he would 

drink for ever. 
Such is the love, fair maiden, Apollo feels for thee ; 
And wilt thou spurn thy lover-God, here on his bended 

knee ? 
Tor thine embrace I'd gladly lose my palace in the skies, 
And leave the stars of heaven for thy still brighter eyes ! 
So maiden ! lovely maiden ! ascend with me my car ; 
And rest with me in my blest home beyond the farthest 

star; 
There shalt thou pass a life of love, and everlasting joy ; 
Come, maiden ! for thou canst not spurn the love of Leto's 

boy!" 
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He ceased : once more appealing, "Dear maiden, be my 

bride ! " 
The haughty maid turned from the God, and curtly thus 

replied : — 
" Though thou art fair and graceful, my love is not for 

thee; 
More graceful far the lofty pines, and fairer far the sea. 
Though to thy lyre thou singest with consummated art, 
No love-song mortal or divine can melt my careless heart ; 
For thou canst ne'er thine art compare with the music I 

love most, — 
The winds that whisper o'er the woods, the waves that kis* 

the coast." 

Then thus the God, in anger: '< My suit thou hast 
denied ! 
Now tremble, foolish mortal, a God thou hast defied !" 



He scarce had said ; th^ maid had fled adown the woody 

deU, 
And from afar upon his ear her softening footsteps fell. 
As when some Libyan lion follows the trembling hind. 
That in her flight outstrips the night, fleet as the eastern 

wind; 
He tosses high his tawny mane, and shakes his bristling 

crest, 
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Andy flying onward down the glen, expands hi^ ample 

chest. 
Thns sprang Phoebus Apollo ado wn the mountain-lawn ; 
His love-flushed countenance was turned towards the 

flushing dawn ; 
The Zephyr from his forehead broad kissed back his curly 

hair; 
Oh ! how could any maid despise a youth so heavenly fair! 
His lips of love, half-parted, like to a bursting rose, 
A hedge of teeth of th' ivory of Caria did disclose ; 
He seemed some flaming comet, that sudden meets the 

sight. 
And flashes all its flery glow across the noontide light. 
Flew onward, and still onward, pursuer and pursued, 
TJntil the maiden's trembling feet nigh touched the parent- 
flood; 
Then she, scarce knowing what she did, threw her fair 

arms in air, 
And hoary father Peneus pitied her wild despair. 
Quick from her taper Angers green leaves began to shoot, 
Her tiny feet sank in the sod, and firmly there took root ; 
And when at length Apollo clasped the long-wished-for 

charmS| 
He clasped — ah! cruel wonder! — ^a bay-tree filled his 
arms* 
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The God beside the river sat all that summer day. 
And wept, until he wept the first wild burst of grief away; 
Nor till the hesper hour stole on bethought him of his 

steeds, 
"Who patient since the dawn had cropped the grass that 

clad the meads. 
But first each trembling leaflet the love-lorn Phoebus 

kissed : 
Then in his arms the virgin-tree, — a cold delight, — ho 

pressed : 
Aye and anon on that fair tree he cast a farewell look, 
As down toward the moaning shore his widowed way he 

took. 
Then, to his chariot mounting, he shook the pliant reins; 
And through the night, that should have been, drove 

through th' aerial plains ; 
And even in the far-off land of Syria, men say. 
It stands recorded in their lore, how night was turned to 

day.* 

ExETBK Coll., Oxford. P. W. L. 



* " So the sun stood still in the midst of heaven, and hasted not 
to go down about a whole day." — Joshua x. 13. 
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vHAT can I, what can I teach ? 
The sea comes sighing, sighing on the beach- 
The sea comes moaning and growling— . 
The sea comes on with a tiger roar, 
And foams and yells on the flat sand-shore^ 
But what to me is its rote-learnt howling ? 
Say, do I hear it ? 
Say, can I fear it ? 

What can I, what can I feel ? 

The unwitting sun looks glad on woe and weal : 

The flowers grow on without caring. 

God makes the birds sing, they know not why : 
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Stars shine or shrivel, men live and die ; 

Half the world can't tell how the other is faring. 

Say, does this please me ? i 

Say, can this ease me ? 

I stand alone, alone. 

There is no voice in all the drowsy drone 

Of this universe palpitating. 

I am sick of its flat mechanical round ; 

Ko cry. comes from it, no heart- wrung sound, 

Ko living and learning and loving and hating. 

Say, does it love me ? 

Say, can it move me ? 

Balliol Coll., Oxford. 
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ODYSSEY X. 28-56. 




..^ ^^HE once-loved shores are full in view ; 
We breathe their fragrance warm. 
Sadden the sun's gone, quenched the blue : 

Fierce passion's rushing storm 
Driyes the good ship, shuddering, back 
O'er the old accursM track. 
Helmless now, by strange seas torn, 
Loathsome shapes gape hideous scorn : 
Sinking heart and failing eye 
Mourn the Heaven of infancy. 
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